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EDITAURUS 

Blood,  Sex  and  Sadism 


“Say  something  funny!  Something  so 
funny  I’ll  choke  with  laughter  and 
roll  over  beating  my  head  against  the 
wall.” 

“Blood,  sex  and  sadism.” 

“Chant  it  for  me.” 

“Blood,  sex  and  sadism.” 

“Say  it  again,  bud.” 

“Blood,  sex  and  sadism.” 

We  sit  in  an  ivory  tower.  And  read 
the  humor  magazines  from  other  col- 
leges and  universites;  we  conclude 
that  college  humor  is  dying.  (For 
obvious  reasons  let  us  exclude  the 
Jester.  It  will  be  helpful  for  the  sake 
of  “objectivity.”) 

Across  the  country  the  traditional 
humor  magazine  has,  for  the  most 
part,  vanished.  Perhaps  you  rarely 
enjoy  the  Jester.  You  may  not  think 
we’re  funny.  But  regardless,  dear 
reader,  we  remain,  ready  or  not,  one 
of  the  few  of  the  old  crowd,  from  the 
time  when  humor  was  thought  to 
originate  in  the  mind  rather  than 
the  groin.  In  most  schools,  writers, 
artists  and  editors  have  forsaken  the 
old  tradition  and  adopted  the  trend  of 
—blood,  sex  and  sadism.  We  no  longer 
find  the  subtle  wit,  the  pun  and  the 
chuckle.  Instead,  the  contemporary 
college  humorist  is  expressing  himself 
by  drawing  ghouls  and  belly  wounds 
and  perverted  figures;  printing  photo- 
graphs of  young  America’s  chest 
development  and  writing  such  illumi- 
nating dialogues  as:  “I  love  ya  baby.  I 


love  ya  so  much  I want  to  eat  you  up. 
I want  to  swallow  ya  whole.  In  one 
big  gulp.  Then  when  I burp,  baby, 
I’ll  know  you’re  there.” 

It  is  what  we  might  call,  “Hit  ’em  in 
the  gut  humor.”  (Give  the  degenerate 
reader  what  he  has  been  asking  for 
and  envisioning  while  he  slumbers, 
frantically  chasing  his  perennial 
harpie.) 

Now  we  may  argue  against  the 
trend  on  a moral  basis,  but  since  moral 
stands  are  somehow  not  convincing 
anymore,  we  will  appeal  to  the  “col- 
lege mind”  and  say  it  is  bad  taste. 
That’s  what  we  have  all  right,  bad 
taste. 

And  something  more:  Laying  every 
college  humor  magazine  from  Maine 
to  California  in  a single  pile,  we  have 
an  expression  of  the  American  student’s 
sense  of  jest.  Quite  strangely,  the  col- 
lege humor  magazine  is  a fair  reflec- 
tion of  the  present  generation’s  modes 
and  manners.  We  leaf  through  the 
pages  of  very  old  issues;  issues  pub- 
lished during  the  twenties  and  thirties. 
We  find  the  flapper  girl,  the  speakeasy 
and  the  belly-heaving,  cigar-fuming 
business  man.  Now,  looking  at  the 
exchange  issues  that  come  to  our 
office  nearly  every  week,  what  do  we 
see?  Blood,  sex  and  sadism.  If  that  is 
all  this  country’s  potentially  educated 
mind  can  create,  we  suggest  that  you 
stick  around  to  view  the  ruins.  And  we 
are  not  jesting. 


Editor’s  note: 

Reprinted  from  Jester  of  Columbia,  February,  1954  issue.  The  turtle  agrees  and 
extends  the  thought  to  our  own  campus  (see  “Flippant  with  Flame,’’  opposite)  . 
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FLIPPANT  WITH  FLAME 

Two  of  Terpville's  talented  baton  twirlers  grace  the  cover 
of  this  get-acquainted  issue.  The  scene  depicting  Misses  Nancy 
Nystrom  and  Harriet  Husted  in  their  fireballing  feat  was  chosen 
as  appropriate  for  the  football  season  as  well  as  for  a preview 
of  halftime  activity  at  Cole  fieldhouse  once  basketball  takes 
the  spotlight  in  December.  Photo  editor  Jeff  Slutkin  used  a 
time  exposure  and  fill-in  flash  for  a dramatic  flair. 

TESTUDO’s  toes  tripped  easily  over  the  keys  as  he  wrote  the  foregoing,  but  now 
what  would  come  next?  This  was  a time  to  welcome  freshmen  with  wise  words,  to 
recall  memories  with  old  grads.  Should  he  paint  the  picture  rosy  for  the  frosh,  or 
should  he  just  give  ’em  the  facts?  The  cold,  grey  facts  that  hit  you  walking  up  the 
hill  to  8:00  classes,  or  walking  that  mile  after  playing  “dodgen”  for  a spot  on  “B" 
lot.  Walking?  Maybe  swimming,  if  the  mall  must  be  crossed.  Ah,  but  things  have 
improved  some.  Most  of  the  holes  are  gone  from  parking  lots  and  roads.  There's  the 
new  journalism  building,  on  whose  steps  the  male  turtle  can  lounge  and  watch  the 
curvy  she-turtle  on  her  way  to  the  inspiring  new  library  next  door. 

He  could  speak  of  student  government  movements  and  what  they  meant,  but 
would  anyone  heed  his  words?  The  athletic  teams?  Maybe  he  shouldn't.  A new  day 
was  coming.  Besides  it  would  be  much  safer  to  write  what  other  word-joiners  did. 
\bout  what  a short  time  this  really  is,  once  it’s  over.  But  there's  still  a lot  to  be 
missed  in  four  years.  Could  he  hope  to  reach  them  with  another  call  to  snap  out  of 
the  ever-deepening  apathy?  (And  even  the  frosh  must  have  this  news  by  now.)  Need 
he  tell  them  again  how  it’s  always  the  same  ten  percent  running  the  show?  How  the 
same  wheels  hold  down  a raft  of  jobs  and  squeak  by  with  B’s  and  C's  while  the  in- 
tellectuals get  all  A’s  and  then  don't  know  what  to  do  with  them?  How  there's  a little 
bit  more  to  college  (or  life  for  that  matter)  than  what’s  in  books? 

The  turtle  sat  back  on  the  edge  of  the  word  machine,  crossed  his  legs,  and 
scratched  his  scaly  head.  Now  maybe  that  fellow  Jester  had  the  right  idea.  Looking 
across  at  the  next  page,  he  found  himself  in  agreement.  Indeed  there  would  be  ruin 
with  a continuation  of  "hit  'em  in  the  gut  humor.”  The  cdllege  crowds  were  scream- 
ing for  freedom,  for  power,  but  what  did  they  produce  once  it  was  theirs?  Right! 
Blood,  sex,  and  sadism. 


im 


Do  you  suppose  they’d  eventually  learn  to  exercise  authority?  Or  would  they  be 
ilippant  with  the  flame  without  learning  to  control  it?  Could  they  learn  to  use  the 
generous  self-governing  machinery  given  them?  Could  they  pick  up  their  lead- 
laden knickers  and  pitch  in?  Would  they  realize  the  enormity 
of  the  task  of  one  turtle  trying  to  do  the  work  of  hundreds,  in 
student  government,  in  publications,  in  life?  Would  they  make 
their  voices  heard?  Could  he  coax  the  creative  snobs  to  share 
their  wealth  with  the  peasants,  thus  ending  the  famine  in  the 
land  of  contributing? 

Ah  well,  something  had  to  be  written  to  get  the  rag  to 
press.  Anyway,  it'd  take  a lot  of  those  turtles  to  make  the 
college  mag  kingpins  notice  O.L.  TESTUDO  tumbled  back 
onto  the  keyboard  and  started  in  his  clumsy  way  to  tap  out 
the  old  familiar  tune  . . . the  editor 
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MIRROR  ON  THE  MALL 


A former  student  did  some  pretty  dangerous  name- 
dropping  at  T.H.  several  weeks  ago.  The  informa- 
tion imparted  involved  many  B.M.O.C.’s  of  the  ’57- 
’58  era,  and  their  connection  with  a four-letter  pub- 
lication. 

We  hear  that  some  party  boy  is  getting  a cut  on 
the  side  (and  that’s  what  he  should  get)  for  helping 
snatches  of  info  find  their  way  to  those  who  hand  out 
Social  Pro.  notices. 

A certain  fraternity  held  a 3:00  a.m.  rain  dance 
several  wreeks  ago  but  they  weren’t  prepared  for  the 
man-made  cloudburst  which  answered  their  chants 
down  on  Fraternity  Rowr  (the  sorority  side) . 

Even  with  the  new  IBM  system,  the  usual  number 
of  freshman  managed  to  sign  up  for  those  ever  popu- 
lar courses  taught  by  the  busy  man,  Prof.  “Staff.” 

The  new  library  has  proved  a boon  for  lovers. 
Those  dark  stacks  and  private  study  rooms  are  per- 
fect. 

It’s  still  a mystery  what  geniuses  were  connected 
with  the  early-morning  water  bag  raid  of  the  KKG 
dormitory  last  spring. 

The  absence  of  the  self-named  B.J.O.C.  has  been 
noticed  at  T.H.  this  past  month.  The  self-named 
B.C.O.C.  was  quoted  as  saying,  “We  really  miss  the 
screaming  of  that  religious  fanatic.” 

Attention!  We  have  reports  that  one  mystery  bev- 
erage still  legally  exists  on  the  Maryland  campus  . . . 
HU’s  HOOCH! 


OVERHEARD: 

Through  fire,  hurricane,  and  storm 
I’ve  kept  my  books  in  perfect  form. 
Unpenciled  page,  unsevered  seam, 
just  nothing  mars  the  surface  gleam. 
But  I’m  despondent,  torn  asunder, 
want  to  rage  and  rant  and  thunder 
at  the  curse  that’s  snowed  me  under, 
filling  me  with  doubt. 

They  talk  of  sin  and  crime  and  vice 
and  all  the  stuff  that  isn’t  nice, 
but  nothing  comes,  no  great  crusade 
to  see  that  just  returns  are  paid. 

So  I must  write  in  my  demise, 
and  weep  because  I realize 
the  book  store  sells,  but  never  buys, 
with  new  editions  out.  — “Spartan” 


What’s  this  we  hear  about  the  big  party  circuit  up 
in  University  Hills?  Some  group  called  “RK  and 
Friends?” 

They  said  it  couldn’t  be  done!  But  rumor  has  it 
that  George  Weber  secretly  hired  non-union  green 
men  from  Mars  to  install  the  “out  of  this  world” 
chlorophyll  sidewalks  now  strangling  the  mall.  Why 
aren’t  they  brown  to  match  the  mud,  George? 

Reports  from  the  police  beat  reveal  that  Chief 
Wiseman  has  applied  for  a concession  permit  to  erect 
drive-in  movie  facilities  on  “B”  lot  so  the  late  crowds 
who  gather  there  will  have  something  to  do. 

HOMECOMING  HERO  - 


“My  greatest  thrill  . . . well  that  was  when  we  beat 
N.C.  last  year  and  after  the  game,  this  girl  invites 
me  up  to  her  apartment  and  . . 


3 


THIS  IS  ICELAND?  Flying  Follies  chorus  line  worms  the  otmosphere  while  entertaining  "flyboys"  with  o song  and  donee 
routine  at  a radar  station  in  Iceland.  Servicemen  look  and  listen  attentively. 


FLYING  FOLLIES 

by  Ken  Duncan 

. . . rejuvenated  and  organized  into  a campus  service 

organization,  " quarterbacked ” by  Connie  Cornell  . . . 


An  appraisal  of  the  Flying  Follies  would  not  be 
dissimilar  to  a sports  writer’s  pre-season  scouting  re- 
port on  tomorrow’s  gridiron  opponent,  the  South  Car- 
olina Gamecocks: 

“Aggressive,  talented;  a potential  crowd  pleaser; 
with  open  offense  quarterbacked  by  an  established 
star,  Connie  Cornell,  who  last  season  gained  respect 
for  her  cunning  play  in  every  start;  capable  of  execut- 
ing an  endless  repertoire  of  plays.  The  team  is  well- 
balanced  and  has  good  depth.  Coach  Jim  Byrd  is  op- 
timistic about  the  squad’s  potential  as  a winner  — he 
should  be  with  18  veterans  returning  from  last  year’s 
varsity  — lost  just  ten  performers  through  graduation 
and  holy  matrimony. 

“From  all  indications,  the  Follies  will  be  bigger 
and  stronger  than  ever  once  the  season  begins.  We 
predict  an  even  better  year  for  the  coach  and  players. 
Our  opinion  is  based  on  the  experience  and  desire  of 
the  lettermen  and  outstanding  capabilities  of  Coach 
Byrd’s  newcomers,  as  yet  an  unknown  quantity  to 
Follies  fans.” 

It's  a good  bet  that  the  reorganized  and  rejuve- 
nated Flying  Follies  troupe  will  exceed  the  advance 
raves  set  forth  in  the  above-simulated  “pre-season 
scouting  report.” 

The  Flying  Follies  troupe,  made  up  entirely  of 
undergraduate  talent  tapped  last  fall  to  prepare  a 
show  lor  Air  Force  personnel  overseas,  will  not  re- 


main grounded  this  year.  According  to  the  Follies 
president,  Connie  Cornell,  a vivacious  redhead  who 
teamed  with  Carol  Isaacson  (secretary)  in  the  “Flam- 
ing Mamies”  routine  last  winter,  the  organization  will 
expand  into  a talent  agency.  Under  the  new  ar- 
rangement, the  Follies  troupe  is  a service  organiza- 
tion available  to  campus,  community,  and  state  civic 
groups. 

Since  the  Flying  Follies  has  not  completed  its  in- 
tensive talent  hunt  by  this  writing,  a definite  listing 
of  acts  and  personnel  is  impossible.  Miss  Cornell 
says,  however,  that  variety  entertainment  will  be  avail- 
able upon  request. 

Even  before  the  Flying  Follies  constitution  was  ap- 
proved by  authorities,  several  Red  Cross  and  National 
Guard  units,  veterans  hospital  officials  and  faculty 
clubs  had  asked  die  group  to  perfonn.  The  organiza- 
tion’s energetic  president  said  that  “one  big  show, 
similar  to  the  one  presented  overseas  during  the 
Christmas  holiday  last  year,  will  be  staged  on  campus 
this  year.”  The  senior  class  will  sponsor  it,  with  the 
proceeds  benefiting  Campus  Chest. 

Miss  Cornell,  who  became  an  actress  at  eight,  gave 
these  reasons  as  to  why  she  spearheaded  the  group’s 
reorganization:  (1)  the  experience  aspiring  profes- 

sional entertainers  can  gain  will  be  invaluable  when 
they  go  job  hunting  (“The  primary  thing  in  the 
theater  is  experience.  When  you  want  to  get  a job, 
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the  employer  wants  to  know  what 
entertaining  you’ve  done.”)  (2)  it 
provides  a release  for  people  who 
like  to  have  fun  and  want  to  work 
at  entertaining  (“Some  members  of 
the  group  have  ideas  of  profession- 
al entertaining,  but  others  will  get 
married  or  get  other  jobs  when  it’s 
all  over.  To  them,  it’s  just  like  a 
last  fling.”) 

Concerning  her  part  in  starting 
the  Flying  Follies  Agency,  Miss 
Cornell  stated,  “It  is  as  much  a 
training  ground  for  me  as  anyone 
else.  It  just  needed  to  be  organiz- 
ed, so  I did  it.”  She  added,  “I’ve 
found  while  working  with  this  that 
I’m  interested  in  the  production 
end  of  the  theater  as  well  as  act- 
ing.” 

As  to  the  possibilities  of  the 
agency,  she  said,  “If  the  potential 
talent  is  there  we  will  develop  it.” 
Musicians,  monologue  artists,  magi- 
cians, singers,  comedians,  dancers, 
script  writers,  directors,  producers 
— they  all  have  a place  in  the  Fly- 
ing Follies. 

In  summary,  the  Follies  is  a 
training  ground,  an  activity  which 
provides  a release  for  entertain- 
ment lovers,  and  a service  organiza- 
tion, capable  of  providing  the  best 
in  variety  amateur  entertainment. 

The  Old  Line  predicts  an  out- 
standing season  in  entertainment 
for  a well-coached,  talented  and 
eager  team  called  the  Flying  Fol- 
lies. 


JAM  SESSION  OVER  NEW 
ENGLAND:  (I.  to  r.)  Morris 
Hardy,  Dennis  Werber  (par- 
tially hidden),  Harvey  Bea- 
vers, and  Ken  Reck  provide 
a spirited  jam  session 
aboard  an  Air  Force  troop 
carrier,  dubbed  the  “Rup- 
tured Goose"  by  members 
of  the  troupe.  Al  Danneger, 
tour  photographer,  shot  this 
picture  over  New  England. 


THE  FLAMING  MAMIES:  Connie  Cornell  and  Carol  Isaacson  relax  on  Elbow  Beach 
shortly  after  arriving  in  Bermuda  during  the  holiday  tour  of  Air  Force  bases  located 
in  the  Atlantic. 
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At  Homecoming , 

inimitable  gutturals  of  " Mister  A " 


Looks  like  we’re  going  to  have 
a pretty  good  Homecoming  this 
year  what  with  this  guy  Louis  Arm- 
strong coming  and  all.  Some  folks 
call  him  Satchmo.  Well,  anyway 
we  think  he’s  about  the  biggest 
celebrity  we’ve  seen  around  here  in 
some  time.  Not  countin’  the 
Queen,  of  course.  But  she  didn’t 
come  over  here  and  play  jazz  for 
Homecoming,  either. 

That  dance  chairman,  Stan  Ma- 
zaroff’s  his  name,  said  that  this 
music  business  is  going  to  be  a 
little  different  this  year.  They’re 
having  a whole  bunch  of  chairs  sit- 
tin’  around  for  those  folks  that  are 
too  tired,  too  old,  too  much  in  love 
to,  or  don’t  knowr  how  to  — dance. 

Now  most  everybody  knows  that 
you  can’t  hardly  dance  to  Satch- 
mo’s  music,  so  they’ve  got  this  oth- 
er band  coming  to  play  dance  mus- 
ic. Ya  see,  its  kinda  like  a show 


and  a dance  both.  You  can  just 
set  there  or  you  can  git  up  and 
jump  around  a little.  You  know', 
modulate  or  vegetate.  (We  don’t 
really  know'  what  that  means  — 
somebody  from  “the  outside”  just 
came  by  and  said  it  would  be  a 
good  thing  to  say.) 

Another  thing  that’s  gonna  hap- 
pen at  this  dance  is  that  they’re 
gonna  crown  the  Homecoming 
Queen.  She’s  not  a regular  kinda 
tjueen  now  mind  ya.  This  queen 
will  not  only  be  a real  looker  but 
she’ll  be  a real  mover.  (In  cam- 
pus activities  of  course.) 

Those  judges  will  have  a bad 
time  choosing  ’em  a tjueen  from 
five  hard-working  beauties.  Yep, 
that’s  who  will  be  at  the  dance, 
the  five  finalists. 

And  about  those  decorations. 
We  heard  that  they’re  gonna  steal 
(or  borrow  or  whatever)  some  real 


live  jjosters  from  the  National  The- 
ater to  hang  around.  We  don’t 
know'  what  else  they’re  gonna  do 
(these  folks  are  kinda  close- 
mouthed) but  it  should  look  pretty 
good  what  with  “Broadway  Pan- 
orama” being  the  theme  and  all. 

Hope  we’ll  see  ya  down  there. 
If  we  don’t  it’ll  be  Bad  New's;  after 
all,  your  fee  money  is  paying  for  it 
all.  ' 

BENNY  GOODMAN  . . . 

HIS  ORCHESTRA  . . . 

HIS  MUSIC 

The  SGA  Cultural  Committee 
takes  {pleasure  in  announcing  the 
aj^pearance  of  Benny  Goodman 
and  his  orchestra,  Tuesday,  No- 
vember II,  1958,  8:30  p.m.  in 
the  Cole  Activities  Building.  Stu- 
dents will  be  admitted  free  ujxm 
jjresentation  of  the  S.G.A.  Ac- 
tivity Card. 
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The  Choice 


Magic  moment  beyond  compare  . . . 
a diamond  ring  for  this  love  you 
share.  In  making  this  important 
lifetime  purchase,  you'll  be  wise  to 
choose  a diamond  of  finest  quality 
. . . a perfect  diamond. 

There  is  no  more  expressive 
symbol,  no  greater  assurance  of 
value  than  a Keepsake  — the  en- 
gagement ring  with  the  perfect 
center  diomond.  Only  a gem  of  this 
flawless  quality,  fine  color  and  ex- 
pert cut  can  reflect  full  diamond 
fire  and  brilliance.  To  help  you 
choose  with  confidence,  the  Keep- 
sake Certificate  presented  with  your 


Producers  of 


of  a Lifeti  me 

ring  guarantees  perfect  quality  (or 
replacement  assured!.  Keepsake 
also  registers  your  ring  perma- 
nently, assuring  lifetime  trade-in 
privilege  and  protection  against  loss 
of  the  diamonds  for  one  year. 

Why  risk  on  unwise  choice  when 
the  Keepsake  Guarantee  gives  you 
all  the  facts.  Look  in  the  ring  and 
on  the  tag  for  the  name  “Keep- 
sake," the  diamond  ring  you  will 
wear  with  pride  forever.  Many 
beautiful  styles  from  $100  to 
$10,000 — at  authorized  Keepsake 
Jewelers  only. 


Keepsake  and  Starfire  Diamond  Rings 


Rings  from  left  to  right 

JULIET  Ring  575.00 

Also  $500  to  2475 
Wedding  Ring  175.00 

ROLAND  Ring  400.00 

Wedding  Ring  125  00 

BAXTER  Ring  225.00 

Also  $100  to  750 
Wedding  Ring  20.00 

HAYDEN  Ring  125.00 

Wedding  Ring  42.50 

All  rings  available  either 
natural  or  white  gold.  Prices 
include  Federal  Tax.  Rings 
enlarged  to  show  details. 

(4*  Trade-mark  registered 


Dating  is  really  fun  . . . when  you  know 

I THE  ART  OF  DATING 
by  Dr.  Evelyn  Millis  Duvall 

An  expert  guide  to  happy,  successful  dating  to 
make  your  teens  the  best  years  of  your  life. 
This  fact-filled  book  is  written  by  Dr.  Evelyn 
Millis  Duvall,  famous  author  and  counselor. 
REGULARLY  $2.50  in  hard  cover,  this  book  is 
yours  in  the  exclusive  Keepsake  edition  for 
ONLY  50«  AND  THIS  COUPON  AT  ANY 
, KEEPSAKE  JEWELER'S  STORE.  If  dealer  is  not 
I listed  in  yellow  pages,  write  to  Keepsake  Dia- 
mond Rings,  Syracuse  2,  N.  Y.,  for  his  name. 
I DO  NOT  SEND  MONEY,  PLEASE. 


A.  H.  POND  CO.,  INC. 


by  Gary  Phillips 


BRRRRTTTTTT!  The  “lights 
out”  buzzer  grated  its  warning 
through  the  pandemonium  that 
was  extant  in  “Pa-pah”  Company 
barracks.  Naked  limbs  snaked 
quickly  into  the  ordered  rows  of 
neat,  scrupulously  clean  bunks  as, 
simultaneously,  the  lights  went 
out.  Only  the  soft  pad  of  the  sec- 
tion leader’s  footsteps  as  he  took 
the  bed  check  broke  the  stillness. 

BAM-BAM  went  the  door  to  the 
“head”  area,  and  in  strode  Midge, 
his  usual  late  self.  Muffled  mutter- 
ings  commanded  him  to  get  to 
bed,  and  fast,  before  the  O.O. D 
made  his  rounds.  The  loud  clop- 
clop  of  his  Japanese-style  shower 
shoes  finally  halted  and  the  springs 
of  his  upper  bunk  squealed  a wel- 
come to  his  paunchy  torso. 

Aaaah,  why  worry,  Midge 
thought,  tonight’s  our  last  night, 
isn’t  it?  Not  even  these  birds 
would  foul  up  a guy  now.  To- 
morrow we’ll  all  say  goodbye  to  this 


“President’s  Paradise!”  The  bay  is 
beautiful  enough,  all  right,  to  look 
at.  But  then  we  haven’t  been  on 
what  you  could  call  a deep-sea 
fishing  jaunt,  either! 

Looking  back  though,  Midge 
admitted,  it  was  a pretty  decent 
way  to  earn  his  commission  and 
escajre  being  an  enlisted  slob  for 
two  years  of  his  young,  virile  life. 
It’s  just  as  easy  to  be  an  average 
officer  as  to  be  an  average  swabbie, 
he  thought.  Now,  this  fellow  Lane 
a few  bunks  away,  what’s  he  want 
to  go  back  in  for?  He’s  got  a wife 
and  a couple  of  kids;  he’d  oughta 
be  happy.  But  some  guys  just  go 
for  this  stuff,  I guess. 

He  looked  up  the  row  of  slum- 
bering forms  and  saw  Lane’s  angu- 
lar form,  jacknifed  in  his  bunk 
looking  like  a Moslem  praying  to 
the  bare  bulkhead.  He  never  for- 
gets his  God,  either,  Midge  re- 
flected. Maybe  that’s  why  his 
grades  were  better  than  mine.  Of 
course,  I didn’t  do  too  badly,  and 
then,  I didn’t  try  half  as  hard  as 
he  did,  either. 

He  watched  the  shadowy  figure 
elevate  slowly,  then  relax  onto  the 
sack,  and  his  mind  bid  Lane  a 
silent  goodnight. 

Say,  won’t  it  be  just  great  to  get 
back  to  the  girls  again,  he  sighed. 
These  are  a great  bunch  of  guys, 
but  after  all,  nine  weeks  of  this 
jazz!  He  thought  of  Marge,  soft 
and  blonde,  warm  and  homey.  And 
she’d  be  meeting  his  plane.  Visions 
of  Marge  and  home  danced  in  his 
thoughts,  then  melted  into  sweet 
oblivion  as  the  sandman  found  the 
right  combination. 

Brrrtttttt!  Grey  forms  lumbered 
mechanically  from  the  ordered 
rows.  Midge  was  the  first  to  notice. 


It  didn’t  seem  like  five-thirty  yet. 
No,  his  watch  hadn’t  stopped,  and 
it  read  just  four  o’clock.  The  chill 
bay  air  reached  in  at  the  windows 
and  made  a few  grab  for  their 
blankets.  “Back  to  bed,  you  rocks. 
Somebody’s  playing  a joke,”  he 
yelled  while  vaulting  back  into 
the  sack. 

BAM-BAM,  the  “head”  door  an- 
nounced a new  arrival.  The  duty 
chief  gave  it  to  them  fast  and 
straight:  “Okay,  boys,  so  you  wanta 
go  onta  a ship!  Now  you  will  go. 
}oe  Bananas  has  finally  started 
bustin’  up  things  in  the  Med,  and 
they  want  us  to  go  play  Wyatt 
Earp.  So  now  you  find  out  what 
them  tincans  is  for  that’ve  been 
settin’  around  here.  They  got  the 
civilian  boys  up  at  the  witchin’ 
hour  to  load  ’em  up  for  you.  Now 
they’ve  gone  back  to  bed,  and 
Uncle  Sugar  needs  you  to  run  ’em 
so  get  chow  and  fall  out  at  five  for 
your  new  assignments.  LET’S 
MOVE!” 

That  bark  was  needed  to  start 
movement  again.  Statuesque  forms 
and  stunned  silence  had  been  the 
result  of  the  chief’s  first  remarks. 
Now  bewildered  glance  met  be- 
wildered glance  as  arms  and  legs 
unconsciously  found  their  way  in- 
to the  dungarees  discarded  just 
yesterday  for  attire  more  suitable 
for  a homecoming.  The  quiet 
quickly  gave  way  to  noisy  confu- 
sion as  the  still-enlisted-status  of- 
ficer candidates  aired  their  opin- 
ions over  what  might  have  been. 

While  still  packing  his  seabag, 
Midge  noticed  that  the  veteran 
Lane  had  finished  far  ahead  of  the 
rest  and  had  retreated  to  a vacant 
corner,  where  he  knelt  in  prayer. 
Good  idea,  thought  Midge  — He's 


the  only  one  who  can  help  us  now 

— as  he  mumbled  a short  prayer 
into  his  seabag. 

In  the  corner,  Lane  thought  of 
a small  wisp  of  a brunette,  a 
strong  son,  and  a three-week-old 
daughter  whom  he  had  seen  only 
in  pictures. 

IDGE  STEWART  stood  eas- 
ily at  the  helm  of  the  USS 
Jack  O.  Dust  (DL  3)  , confi- 
dent in  the  belief  that  he  must 
be  one  of  the  best  qualified  helms- 
men ever  to  stand  a wheel  watch. 
The  Dust  was  guideship  for  the 
convoy  of  destroyers  and  auxil- 
iaries required  to  support  the  fast 
new  carrier  Yelloiv  Jacket. 

It  was  the  sixth  day  of  fast 
steaming,  and  the  first  streaks  of 
amber  light  were  knifing  through 
the  grey  dawn  to  reflect  from  the 
still,  murky  waters  of  the  Medi- 
terranean. The  atomic  screen  for- 
mation that  showed  so  clearly  on 
the  bridge  radar  repeater  showed 
to  the  eye  as  vague  silhouettes  on 
either  side,  diminishing  to  small 
dots  as  they  stretched  toward  and 
over  the  horizon. 

Midge  had  become  well-oriented 
to  shipboard  life,  he  thought.  His 
first  watches,  luckily,  had  been  as 
bridge  messenger,  and  his  nat- 
ural curiosity  had  led  him  to 
ask  many  questions  which  labeled 
him  as  a man  apart  from  other 
enlisted  men. 

He  had  watched  one  “e.m.”  op- 
erate, though,  who  impressed  him 
greatly.  Lane  had  been  assigned  to 
the  Dust  also,  and  since  his  rate 
was  quartermaster,  Midge  saw  a 
great  deal  of  him  around  the 
wheelhouse.  Lane  was  clearly  a 
well-qualified  man,  and  constantly 
did  much  more  than  was  ordered 
of  him  — even  moreso  than  Midge. 
He  had  fit  into  the  ship’s  QM 
organization  just  like  he’d  always 
been  there,  and  as  first  class,  was 
actually  senior  man  in  the  chart- 
house,  except  for  the  chief. 

Since  the  chief’s  main  job  seemed 
to  be  sipping  coffee  in  the  CPO 
lounge  most  of  the  day,  Lane  was 
left  to  run  the  quartermaster  and 
signalman  sections  as  he  saw  fit. 
Midge  had  visited  the  chart  shack 
before  and  after  Lane’s  assign- 
ment, and  had  noticed  the  meti- 
culous atention  to  order  that  the 
man  possessed.  The  shack  no  long- 
er resembled  a burlesque  marguee 

— gone  were  the  Marilyn  Monroe 
calendar  and  assorted  pinups,  the 
loose  gear  cast  about. 


Instead,  charts  were  constantly 
being  cleaned  and  refiled  — in  the 
right  place  — the  deck  was  always 
clean,  equipment  in  place  and 
ready. 

Lane’s  appearance,  too,  was  a 
point  of  departure  from  the  rest. 
Many  of  the  O.C.’s  had  relaxed 
into  sloppy  habits  of  the  ship’s 
crew  of  which  they  were  now  a 
part.  Those  who  owned  faded  or 
torn  dungarees  wore  them  proud- 
ly to  heighten  their  salty  “front,” 
went  unshaven,  frayed  hats  cocked 
crazily.  Lane,  on  the  other  hand, 
even  put  many  of  the  officers  to 
shame  by  comparison. 

His  dress  was  as  orderly  as  his 
shack,  his  words  alw'ays  just  what 
the  situation  demanded,  poised 
and  confident  at  all  times.  The 
QM’s  now  were  calling  the  shack 
Lane’s  “Ivory  Tower.”  He  seldom 
left  it,  except  for  meals  and  when 
doing  work  with  or  for  the  navi- 
gator. He  even  slept  there,  on  a 


“Good  thing!  That  was  our  last 
match!” 


bunk  kept  rolled  up  and  out  of 
the  way  during  the  day. 

Midge  noticed  that  Lane  didn’t 
do  much,  either;  it  was  just  the 
way  he  kept  his  strikers  busy.  He’d 
had  time  to  show  Midge  the  tricks 
of  the  wheel  so  well  that  Midge 
was  accepted  almost  immediately 
as  a capable  helmsman. 

The  J.O.O.D.  went  below  to  ob- 
serve the  waking  of  the  crew',  as 
the  bos’n  piped  reveille  over  the 
p.a.  Midge  had  recoiled  at  first  at 
the  prospect  of  sleeping  in  the 
cramped,  smelly  space  that  was  the 
crew’s  quarters.  Clearly  that  was 
reason  enough  for  Lane’s  wanting 
to  stay  topside  in  his  “tow'er.”  The 
bunks  were  stacked  six  deep,  like 
coffins  in  a mausoleum.  The  de- 
scription would  be  more  appro- 
priate if  they  should  get  a sudden 
hit  below  the  water  line  with  the 
crewr  in  there,  too. 


Well,  there’d  not  be  much  dan- 
ger of  that,  here  in  the  Med.  Tur- 
key and  Greece  had  kept  Joe 
Bananas  pretty  well  contained  in 
this  area.  Still,  he  reflected,  it 
might  be  a good  idea  to  sleep  on 
deck  for  a few'  nights.  The  balmy 
weather  w'ould  make  it  more  pleas- 
ant all  the  way  around. 

“Come  left  to  zero  nine  tw'o,” 
came  the  voice  of  the  O.O. D. 
through  the  tube.  Midge  repeated 
the  order  and  flipped  the  wheel 
smartly,  feeling  pride  in  the  polish 
which  he  displayed  in  executing 
the  order. 

“Steady  on  zero  nine  two,  sir,” 
he  reported  when  the  gyro  com- 
pass repeater  showed  the  new 
course.  He  glanced  at  Lane,  stand- 
ing in  for  one  of  his  petty  officers 
on  the  engine  order  telegraph, 
w'ho  gave  him  a quick,  reassuring 
w'ink  and  that  wry  grin  that  said 
“well  done,  mister.” 

Midge  vowed  he’d  show'  them 
yet  he  was  more  than  just  another 
seaman.  The  deck  force  seamen 
had  joked  w'ith  him  about  being 
just  one  week  in  the  Navy  before 
O.C.S.  and  then  ending  up  here. 
But  he’d  show  them!  They 
couldn’t  handle  this  any  . . . 

“HARD  RIGHT  RUDDER!  All 
ahead  full!”  bellowed  the  0.0. D. 
dow'n  through  the  pipe.  Midge  re 
acted  instantly  as  Lane  rang  up 
the  speed  and  got  the  answer  from 
the  engineroom.  Radar  or  sonar 
must  have  spotted  something.  Bells 
clanged  and  sirens  screamed,  al- 
most blotting  out  the  call  of 
“General  quarters,  general  quar- 
ters, all  hands  man  your  battle 
stations!” 

Before  the  p.a.  died  out,  the 
skipper  rushed  up  the  ladder,  pull- 
ing on  his  shirt  as  he  ran.  At 
the  same  time,  Midge  noticed  a 
shark-like  form  break  clear  of  the 
water  far  out  on  the  port  beam. 

Transfixed,  he  stood  watching 
it  grow'  larger  as  it  came  toward 
the  Dust.  Lane  shoved  him  aside 
and  took  the  wheel.  A few  dotted 
lines  of  tracers  curved  toward  the 
oncoming,  screaming  rocket. 

“Looks  like  the  Reds  have  the 
Polaris,  loo,”  Midge  muttered  as 
he  threw  himself  out  the  starboard 
side  of  the  deckhouse. 

WHOOM!  He  heard  only  the 
beginning  of  the  explosion  as  it 
knocked  him  against  the  deck- 
house wing.  He  felt  a searing  pain 
(see  “MIDGE,”  page  22) 
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by  Dave  Halliday 


There’s  a seat  in  the  Varsity  Grill  (over  in  the  far 
corner  near  the  fireplace)  that  has  come  to  be  known 
as  the  cracker  barrel.  For  years  now,  some  old  sage  in 
his  sixth  year  of  undergraduate  study  gracefully  in- 
herits the  dias  from  his  predecessor,  and  holds  forth 
every  day  from  3 p.m.  to  closing. 

I happened  to  stroll  in  during  registration  week 
last  September,  ordered  my  refreshment  and  retreated 
into  the  shaded  confines  of  Zal’s  backroom.  There  in 
the  gloomy  quiet  of  the  early  afternoon,  I listened  to 
the  sound  of  my  lips  sip  in  the  first  pints  of  malt.  At 
the  cracker  barrel,  John  Q.  Rustlehaven,  a recluse 
from  the  Glass  of  ’54,  passed  on  some  of  his  collegiate 
knowdedge  gleaned  during  his  long  stay  to  some  clean- 
scrubbed,  rosy-cheeked  youngster,  with  a black  and 
gold  beanie  perched  on  the  back  of  his  head. 

John  Q.  sucked  on  the  end  of  his  unlit  briar  and 
began  to  indoctrinate  the  easy  listener.  “The  first 
thing  I have  to  say  to  you,  boy,  is  ‘don’t  worry  about 
nothing.’  Let  the  instructors  do  it  for  you  — that  way 
you’re  ahead  of  the  game.”  John  Q.  gently  nudged 
his  glass  toward  the  freshman’s  pitcher  and  the  boy, 
who  had  trouble  managing  the  bluky  glassware, 
poured  the  malt  until  it  began  to  spill  onto  the  black 
formica  table  top.  John  Q.  smiled  and  purred,  “Stick 
with  me  kid,  and  you’ll  become  so  good  at  this  you 
won’t  spill  a drop.’’  Now  — never  get  shook  about 
the  first  quarterlies  — they  don’t  mean  a thing,  they’re 
just  a warmup.”  He  continued,  “The  second  set  of 


exams  require  about  a half-hour  preparation  for  each 
course,  and  for  the  finals  — well,  you  better  work  on 
them.  One  time  1 even  had  to  miss  a day  down  here.” 
John  Q.  drained  his  glass  and  motioned  the  fresh- 
man to  pour  again.  “That’s  better,”  he  observed,  ' 
“you  hardly  spilled  any  at  all.  About  fraterities,” 
he  continued.  “When  you  rush,  remember  the  ones 
that  serve  only  cokes,  and  stress  study  hours  and 
campus  activities.  Don’t  go  back.  However,  if  you 
manage  to  find  one  that’s  smart  enough  to  have  a keg 
set  up  in  the  basement  — now  that’s  the  group  you 
wanna  pledge. 

“Don’t  register  your  car.  Tear  up  any  tickets  Wise- 
man and  his  boys  leave  on  your  automobile.  Chances 
are  they  won’t  catch  up  with  you  ’til  the  end  of 
the  semester;  then  you  can  tell  your  folks  it’s  part  of 
your  tuition.  Above  all,  don’t  overload  yourself  with 
credits.  Ten  credits  a semester  is  fine.  You’ll  get  out 
in  five  and  a half  years,  without  a sw^eat  — you’re 
young;  you’ve  got  plenty  of  time.” 

John  Q.  put  down  his  pipe.  “Excuse  me,”  he 
said.  Ffe  moved  carefully  from  the  table,  — his 
helly  leaving  small  clearance.  A sudden  glare  of  light 
reflected  off  the  window  and  caused  him  to  dab  at 
his  eyes  as  he  turned  and  walked,  without  looking,  to- 
ward the  men’s  room. 

About  this  time  I got  up  and  went  over  to  the 
steel  counter  where  Dave  Katz  was  putting  the  finish- 
ing touches  on  my  hamburger. 

Dave  looked  up  cryptically  over  his  glasses  and 
nodded  toward  the  lavatory.  “He  still  here  yet?” 
he  queried.  “Looks  like  it,  doesn’t  it,”  I answered 
“He  tried  to  hit  me  for  fifty  bucks  yesterday,  so  he 
could  make  his  tuition,”  Dave  complained,  “imagine 
— hitting  me  for  fifty.”  “What  did  he  do  this  sum- 
mer?” 1 asked.  "He  was  in  here  every  night  — talk- 
ing and  drinking  and  saying  the  same  thing  every 
time  he  opened  his  mouth.  He  must  know  every 
nook  and  cranny  of  this  place,”  Dave  finished. 

1 slapped  some  change  on  the  bar  and  concluded, 
“Some  guys  never  know'  when  to  go  home.” 

“Excuse  me.”  I looked  up,  and  there  was  the 
freshman.  He  glided  the  pitcher  past  my  hamburger 
and  placed  it  on  the  counter.  I turned  and  watched 
him  walk  into  the  bustle  of  Baltimore  Boulevard. 


Ivy  shadows  on  the  wall  — 

Splashing  patterns  in  the  wind 
Gloomy  shadows  in  the  hall  — 
Stifled  stillness  of  within. 

Maple  shadows  on  the  lawn  — 
Silken  sunset  on  the  grass. 

Join  me  till  the  evening’s  gone. 
Join  me  while  the  shadows  pass. 

— Carol  Cushard 
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what 


it  wuz 
wuz  Golf 


the  Dutch  named  it, 
the  Scots  played  it, 
and  the  women  hate  it  . . . 


Various  powerful  forces  — such 
as  women  — have  been  trying  for 
centuries,  without  much  success,  to 
keep  men  from  spending  so  much 
time  on  the  golf  course. 

But  with  the  new  18-hole  uni- 
versity golf  course  right  in  your 
own  back  yard,  can  anyone  blame 
either  a university  president  or  a 
student  from  seeking  the  pleasures 
it  offers? 

Today  people  just  complain 
about  golfing,  but  back  in  1475, 
the  Scotch  Parliament  issued  a de- 
cree against  the  sport  because  men 
were  neglecting  ROTC  practice. 
Since  the  bow  and  arrow  was  the 
main  weapon  of  early  ROTC  war- 
riors, all  his  majesty’s  male  sub- 
jects were  expected  to  practice 
diligently  to  perfect  their  marks- 
manship. 

But  the  old  Scotch  Parliment  — 
and  bear  in  mind  this  was  35  years 
before  Columbus  discovered 
America  — had  no  more  luck  than 
modern  wives.  At  irregular  inter- 
vals over  many  years,  Parliment 
had  to  issue  new  decrees  against 
golf.  “Futeball  and  Golfe  forbid- 
den.” A 1491  edict  read,  “It  is 
statut  and  ordainit  that  in  na  place 
of  the  realme  there  be  usit  fute- 
ball, golfe  or  uther  sik  upprofita- 
bill  sportis.” 

But  certain  of  the  Scottish  mon- 
archs  themselves  so  loved  the  “un- 
profitabill  sportis”  of  golf  that  it 
was  exceedingly  difficult  to  dis- 
courage their  subjects  from  play- 
ing. 

James  IV  was  one.  Government 
accounts  show  he  spent  some  of 
the  royal  funds  for  golf  balls  in 
the  early  1500’s. 

Mary  Stuart,  the  Babe  Zaharias 
of  yesteryear,  was  another.  Legend 
has  it  that  she  played  golf  a few 
days  after  the  murder  of  her  hus- 
band, but  it’s  not  clear  whether 


she  was  trying  to  forget  the  mur- 
der, in  which  she  was  suspected  of 
participating,  or  whether  she  was 
just  an  early  golf  fanatic,  who 
couldn’t  stay  away  from  the  course 
no  matter  what. 

There  are  historians  who  say 
golf  started  back  in  antiquity  when 
some  shepherd,  seeking  to  make 
time  pass  more  quickly,  took  his 
curved  stick  and  whacked  a stone 
into  the  next  field. 

Other  historians  point  out  that 
golf  is  the  Dutch  name  for  club. 
They  say  the  Dutch  played  a game 
with  a ball  and  club  on  ice,  in 
which  they  putted  at  a stake,  and 
from  this  deduce  that  golf  origi- 
nated in  Holland. 

No  one  knows  for  sure  how'  the 
game  originated,  or  where,  or 
when.  But  those  who  say  Scotland 
was  the  place  certainly  have  strong 


evidence  to  back  them  up.  While 
the  Dutch  have  never  shown  any 
particular  interest  in  the  game,  it’s 
a matter  of  record  that  Scots  have 
been  fascinated  by  it  for  more  than 
500  years. 

Even  in  modem  times,  the  Scots 
have  shown  the  way.  The  British 
Open  Golf  tournament,  oldest  of 
today’s  great  championships,  dates 
back  to  1860  at  the  Prestwick 
course  in  Scotland.  The  club  do- 
nated an  expensive  challenge  belt 
for  the  champion,  believing  it  safe 
to  offer  such  a handsome  trophy 
because  of  a stipulation  that  a 
player  had  to  win  three  successive 
years  before  the  belt  became  his 
personal  property.  But  Tom  Mor- 
ris, Jr.,  won  the  tournament  in 
1868',  1869,  and  1870  - and  the 
club  held  no  tournament  in  1871. 
( continued , page  16) 


Ash  blonde  hair,  misty  eyes  of  a 
wistful  grey,  and  a soft  smile  with 
tender  promise  is  the  best  the 
English  language  can  do  for  our 
Enamorata,  Joy  Laber. 

This  is  her  second  month  at 
Maryland,  and  already  she  has 
managed  to  captivate  most  of  the 
eligible  young  swains  with  enough 


imagination  to  picture  her  in  the 
setting  supplied  by  the  lush  green- 
ery of  Rock  Creek  Park. 

Joy  has  yet  to  decide  upon  her 
major,  but  from  where  we  sit  we 
would  make  bold  to  predict  that 
t lis  young  coed  won’t  have  any 
trouble  at  all! 


SERVICE  + GROWTH 


OPPORTUNITY 


A MULTI-MILLION  DOLLAR 
Construction  Program 

Almost  $41,000,000  was  spent  by  our  Company  last  year  for 
new  construction  to  keep  pace  with  ever-growing  requirements 
for  gas  and  electric  service.  The  views  above  are  typical. 
Left — Laying  a new  26-inch  main  to  augment  the  supply  of  gas 
to  southern  sections  of  our  territory.  Right — Building  progress 
on  a second  125,000  kilowatt  steam-electric  generating  unit  at 
Herbert  A.  Wagner  Station,  scheduled  to  go  into  service  early 
next  year. 

We  estimate  that  over  a quarter  of  a billion  dollars  will  be 
spent  for  new  construction  during  the  next  five  years.  About 
three-quarters  of  this  will  be  for  expansion  of  our  electric  sys- 
tem, about  20%  for  expansion  of  the  gas  system,  and  the  bal- 
ance for  miscellaneous  facilities.  It  will  represent,  in  the  aggre- 
gate, a 50%  expansion  of  the  Company's  plant. 

Growth  of  this  magnitude  spells  OPPORTUNITY  for  college 
graduates  in  engineering,  accounting,  business  administration. 
If  you  are  equipped  to  meet  the  challenge  of  the  fast-moving, 
fast-growing  utility  industry,  look  into  the  advantages  avail- 
ble  here  in  Baltimore.  Write  for  literature  ...  or  arrange  with 
your  placement  director  for  an  interview  when  our  representa- 
tive visits  your  campus  ...  or  call  at  our  Personnel  Department, 
1507  Lexington  Building,  Baltimore  3,  Md. 


point  on  the  Chesapeake  Bay  about  50 
miles  below  Baltimore.  More  than 
500,000  electric  and  375,000  gas  cus- 
tomers are  located  in  this  territory.  It  is 
one  of  America's  major  industrial  centers, 
with  2,000  manufacturing  plants  of 
which  a number  rank  as  the  world's 


largest  of  their  kinds. 


Gas  and  Electric  Company 

one  of  America's  great  industrial  centers 
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HE:  “How  many  drinks  does  it 
take  to  make  you  dizzy?” 

SHE:  “Two,  and  the  name  is 

Daisy.” 

* # * 

"I  say,  gosh,  your  girl  looked  quite 

tempting  in  that  sort  of  Biblical 
gown  she  was  wearing  last 
night.” 

“What  do  you  mean,  Biblical 
gown?” 

“Oh,  you  know,  sort  of  low  and 
behold.” 

* * # 

The  shades  of  night  were  falling 

fast. 

When  for  some  love  he  asked  her. 

She  must  have  answered  yes, 
because 

The  shades  came  down  much 
faster. 


It  was  at  the  cinema,  and  the  fea- 
ture was  one  of  those  steam-heated 
affairs  with  a sultry  heroine  look- 
ing hungrily  at  a handsome  hero. 
After  some  minor  plot  preliminar- 
ies, they  went  into  a terrific  clinch. 
For  fully  five  minutes  they  re- 
mained wrapped  up  in  each  other, 
lip  to  lip  and  mush  to  mush.  Sud- 
denly a small  childish  voice  piped 
up  from  the  audience:  “Mummy,  is 
now  when  he  puts  the  pollen  on 
her?” 


* # * 

In  Paris,  it’s  frankness; 

In  Panama,  it’s  life; 

In  a professor,  it’s  clever; 

But  in  the  Old  Line,  it’s  smutty. 
# # * 

“Now  Willie,”  coaxed  Mama,  “be 
a good  boy  and  say  ’Ah-h-h!  so 
the  nasty  doctor  can  get  his  fin- 
ger out  of  your  mouth.” 

# ' # * 

Said  the  old  maid  to  the  burglar: 
“Sure,  I have  money.  Don’t  just 
stand  there  — frisk  me!” 


"Lay  off,  Penrod.  She's  nothing  but  a damn  barfly." 


“Hey,  Joe,  bring  me  a Diamondback 
and  something  to  read.” 


Mother  said  it  was  the  stork, 
hut  Father  said  it  was  only  a 
lark” 
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A pretty  little  wench 
Sat  upon  a bench 
Looking  very  coy 
At  every  passing  boy. 

Rosy  red  lips, 

Reau til nl  hips 

Darn  shame  she  was  bald. 


A small  boy  ran  into  a drugstore 
very  excitedly  and  shouted: 

“My  dad’s  being  chased  by  a bull!’’ 

What  do  you  want  me  to  do?” 
asked  the  nervous  clerk. 

“Put  film  in  my  camera,  quick!” 
replied  the  boy. 

* * * 

Prof:  You’re  late  again  this  morn- 
ing. Don't  you  have  an  alarm 
clock? 

Frosh:  Yeah,  but  it  went  off  while 
I was  asleep! 

* * * 

Salesman:  Let  me  show  you  some- 

thing new  in  a snappy  sedan. 

Cute  coed:  Well  . . . but  I really 
don’t  think  you  can. 


71S  ■ 
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“Ton to,  you  idiot!  I told  you  not  to  send 
all  my  masks  to  the  laundry!” 

Heard  about  the  one-fingered  pick- 
pocket who  could  steal  only  life- 
savers? 

# * * 

A group  of  Russians  showed  up 
unexpectedly  at  the  Pearly  Gates. 
St.  Peter  stared  in  amazement  and 
declared:  “I  don’t  knowr  why  you’re 
here,  but  you  can’t  come  in  — 
you’re  atheists.”  Whereupon  a 
burly,  bemedaled  general  stepped 
forward  and  growled:  “Who  wants 
to  come  in?  We  just  want  our  dog 
back.” 

# * * 

Bill:  When  is  your  sister  thinking 

of  getting  married? 

Bob:  Constantly. 

# # # 

TEXANS  LOOKOUT!  Alaskans 
are  telling  about  the  man  so  rich 
he  can  bathe  in  a solid  gold  bath- 
tub . . . and  leave  a 14-karat  ring. 
* * * 

She:  “You  deceived  me  before  our 
marriage.  You  said  you  were  well 
off.” 

He:  "I  was,  but  I didn’t  know  it.” 


GOLF 

( continued  from  page  11) 

The  golf  ball  used  in  the  early 
days  consisted  of  a thin  leather  bag 
stuffed  very  tightly  with  feathers. 
Obviously,  no  matter  how  well  hit, 
it  didn’t  begin  to  travel  as  far  as 
today’s  ball.  The  gutta  percha  ball 
succeeded  this,  and  was  livelier, 
but  today’s  long  game  didn’t  start 
until  after  1899,  when  the  rubbe'r 
ball  was  introduced  in  the  United 
States. 

Golf  had  its  beginning  in  the 
United  States  about  1885,  when  a 
Philadelphian  named  Joseph  Fox 
taught  friends  how  to  play  at  his 
summer  home  in  Foxburg,  Penn- 
sylvania. A golf  club  was  founded 
in  Foxburg  in  1887. 

The  next  year  Robert  Lockhart 
and  John  Reid,  residents  of  Yonk- 
ers, N.Y.,  introduced  the  game 
there,  after  Lockhart  brought  back 
a supply  of  balls  and  clubs  from 
Scotland.  The  two  men  started 
playing  on  a crude  course  they  laid 
out  in  a cow  pasture,  and  soon  oth- 
ers joined  them.  Before  long,  they 
laid  out  a six-hole  golf  course  and 
formed  the  “St.  Andrews  Golf 
Club  of  Yonkers.” 

The  rest  of  the  story  is  well- 
known.  Millions  play  golf  today, 
and  there  are  more  than  5,000 
courses  in  the  U.S. 

No  one  knows  for  certain  how 
the  game  started.  But  when 

a balmy  Saturday  afternoon  beck- 
ons, the  golfer  knows  nothing  but 
to  answer  the  call  of  the  course, 
ft  is  the  woman  he  left  behind  who 
would  like  to  know  how  to  stop  it. 

— (adapted  from  Cast  Iron  Pipe  News 
by  Paula  Dubov) 


TOWN  HALL  TAVERN  (TAU  HAU  RHO) 

''Where  friends  meet'' 

PIZZA  BAKED  IN 
BRICK  OVEN 

Yz  Price  Tuesday 

LARGE  CIRCULAR  BAR 

Ample  Parking 

Come  See  New  Frat  & Sorority  Paintings 
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The  playing  field  for  the  All-American  team.  Here  candidates  for  the  team  are  attempting  to  outdo  their  opponents  while 
the  dream  team's  cheerleader  gives  some  consoling  words  to  Heels  Thommen. 


1960  Olympic  Performers? 


ABOUT  THIS  TIME  of  the  year,  all  the  newspapers 
get  on  the  bandwagon  and  pick  their  All-American 
teams.  The  Old  line  has  come  up  with  a team  of 
All-Maryland  candidates  in  a sport  which  is  dear  to 
the  hearts  of  all  college  students. 

We  did  not  have  the  difficulties  which  normally 
are  encountered  in  the  picking  of  dream  teams.  Nine- 
tenths  of  all  the  candidates  for  the  team  play  in  the 
arena  pictured  above.  So  after  many  weeks  of  con- 
stant study,  we  have  picked  the  fellows  on  the  follow- 
ing pages  as  the  boys  to  represent  us  in  the  big  games 
next  year. 

In  case  anyone  would  like  to  see  these  boys  doing 
their  scrimmage,  every  Monday  night  is  practice 
night.  Occasionally,  their  form  is  not  as  sharp  as 
they  would  like  it,  so  they  also  engage  in  scrimmage 
on  Tuesday,  Wednesday,  Thursday,  Friday,  Saturday, 
and  Sunday.  Backing  this  fine  array  of  boys  in  the 
cheering  department  was  a difficult  choice,  but  the 
only  one  who  coidd  be  considered  a true  blue  mem- 
ber of  the  squad  is  ‘‘Our  Gal  Stell." 

We  do  not  contend  that  as  a team  they  are  un- 
beatable but  if  anyone  would  like  to  challenge  the 
All-Maryland  team,  we  are  sure  the  challenge  would 
not  go  unanswered. 


During  a lull  in  the  action,  old-timer  Dick  David  reflects  "Can 
I take  another  one?"  Joe  Hordiman  was  eliminated  in  the 
first  round,  after  a valiant  try. 
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ANTHONY  EMANUEL 


joe  McIntosh,  jr 

Kensington,  Md.,  (’59) 


Graduated  last  year  and  ended  his  amateur  standing. 
H is  farewell  address  was  presented  last  spring  at  the 
Bolling  A.F.B.  Officers  Club.  Now  coach,  he  received 
his  early  training  at  Zal’s  in  year  gone  by.  Usually 
makes  it  to  the  Maryland  scene  every  weekend. 


Captain  of  this  year’s  “All-Star  learn”  — attained 
this  honored  position  through  his  long  years  of  ex- 
perience and  erotic  reputation.  Joe  was  seen  at  his 
best  at  last  year’s  Hopkin’s  lacrosse  game.  Age  makes 
the  difference  here! 


OUR  ALL-MARYLAND  CANDIDATES: 


YV.  MICHAEL  HEALY 
Baltimore,  Md.,  (’60) 

“The  Greatest”  — has  been  around  for  a long  time. 
Among  his  accomplishments  this  season,  he  helped 
put  KA  on  Social  Pro.  Almost  lost  his  amateur 
standing  this  summer  by  working  as  a bartender  in 
O.  C. 


THOMAS  “BAD  MAN’’  BAKER 
University  Park,  Md.,  (’61) 

Drinks  with  either  hand  — a bright  prospect.  “Bad” 
Baker  should  be  even  better  next  year  after  spending 
a semester  partying  “on  the  road.”  He  holds  many 
records  in  Wildwood. 
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NELSON  E.  “POTZ”  POTTER 
Chevy  Chase,  Md.,  (’59) 


WILLARD  E.  TITLOW 
Bethesda,  Md.,  (’59) 


He  drinks! 

Outstanding  in  basement  contest.  “Bubby”  has  often 
performed  impressively  before  mixed  company.  Needs 
little  coaching  and  is  hard  man  to  stop  once  he  gets 
moving. 


Honorable 

Mention: 

Dick  “Jap”  Powell 
Joe  Sole 
Pete  Bachman 
Captain  Jack  McCarthy 
Billy  Bones  Belt 
George  Heels  Thommen 
Don  Dean 

Beverage  Boy: 

Tom  Seppy 
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THE  MAN*  WITH  KOPPERS 

. . versatility  recognized” 

* Arthur  Herman  graduated  from  Johns  Hopkins 
in  1955  and  went  to  work  immediately  in  the  Metal 
Products  Division  of  Koppers  as  a Design  Engineer. 

In  December  of  the  same  year,  he  was  promoted 
to  Supervising  Engineer  of  the  Design  Section, 
where  he  found  that  Koppers  offers  truly  challeng- 
ing problems  in  design  engineering. 

Then,  in  September  1957,  Art  was  transferred 
to  the  Coupling  Sales  Department  as  a Coupling 
Application  Engineer.  He  is  serving  in  that 
capacity  now. 

An  employment  record  alone  is  seldom  descrip- 
tive of  the  opportunities  and  responsibilities  many 
positions  represent.  For  instance,  Art  was  recently 
designated  as  Division  Representative  to  investi- 
gate the  potentialities  of  a new  product  developed 
by  a European  manufacturer.  This  assignment 
took  him  abroad. 

Art  is  particularly  articulate  about  his  job  and 
the  constant  challenge  it  presents  for  him  as  an 
individual. 

“When  I first  started  as  a design  engineer,”  he 
said,  “I  didn’t  realize  the  scope  of  activities  in 


which  I’d  be  called  on  to  participate.  Sure,  I had 
good  theory  and  background  for  design  engineering, 
but  I had  little  concept  of  the  problems  of  produc- 
tion, and  even  less  familiarity  with  the  techniques 
of  sales  or  marketing.  My  work  as  an  application 
engineer  gets  me  into  almost  every  phase  of  the 
business  — development,  production,  marketing, 
finance,  and  so  forth. 

“At  Koppers  I feel  that  I receive  the  necessary 
guidance  to  enable  me  to  contribute  fully  to  the 
Company’s  activities.  I am  encouraged  to  make 
decisions.  If  these  decisions  involve  factors  with 
which  I am  not  entirely  familiar,  I can  rely  on  the 
judgment  and  experience  of  others  working  with 
me.  At  all  times,  I feel  that  I have  real  access  to 
upper  levels  of  management  where  my  ideas  have 
always  been  received  thoughtfully  and  given  full 
consideration.  Now,  I feel  confident  that  I am 
doing  a job  for  Koppers,  and,  what  is  equally 
important,  that  my  associates  and  supervisors 
understand  and  appreciate  it,  too!  I have  found 
that  through  such  methods  as  the  Management 
Appraisal  Program,  Koppers  makes  every  effort 
to  recognize  and  reward  good  performance.” 

A lot  of  things  could  be  said  about  Art  Herman, 
and  the  career  he  found  at  Koppers.  But  as  the 
manager  to  whom  Art  reports  commented  recently: 
“Art’s  an  able  man  . . . we’re  glad  to  have  him.  He 
is  making  a real  contribution  to  the  Company. 
All  we  in  management  can  do  is  try  our  best  to 
develop  a man’s  best  qualities  and,  when  he  proves 
to  have  the  versatility  that  Art  has,  to  see  that 
this  versatility  is  recognized.” 

If  you  feel  that  this  is  the  atmosphere  in  which 
you  would  most  like  to  build  your  profession  and 
mark  your  progress,  write  to  the  Manager  of  Man- 
power Planning,  Koppers  Company,  Inc.,  Pitts- 
burgh 19,  Pennsylvania  or  contact  your  College 
Placement  Director. 


. 
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MIDGE,  ( fro m page  9) 

run  the  length  of  his  spine  as  he  lost  consciousness. 

Some  time  later  when  Midge  came  to,  it  was  with 
great  effort.  The  pain  was  unbearable,  and  he  heard 
himself  cry  out.  Screams  were  everywhere.  The  blast 
apparently  had  crippled  the  entire  ship.  Most  of  die 
crew  had  been  caught  without  helmets,  racing  from 
the  mess  line  to  G.Q.  stations.  Their  bodies  were 
strewn  among  wrecked  armor  everywhere. 

Through  a hole  in  the  wing,  Midge  could  see 
burning  ships  all  the  way  to  the  horizon. 

He  thought  he  heard  a voice.  Twisting  around, 
he  saw  Lane,  obviously  unhurt,  kneeling  over  the 
captain.  He  drew  a shirt  over  the  face  of  the  dead 
man,  then  sensed  that  Midge  was  watching,  and 
started  toward  him.  Midge  grinned  weakly,  felt  sick, 
and  passed  out  again. 

RRRTTTTTT!  Midge  awoke  reluctantly,  afraid 
to  face  the  horror  about  him.  He  reached  for  the 
pain  in  his  back,  but  there  was  none!  He  heard 
none  of  the  cries  of  dying  men,  no  fire  licking  about 
him.  He  opened  his  eyes  slowly.  Oh,  no  — back  to 
reality. 

Eager  forms  jumped  from  the  ordered  rows  in 
Papa  Company  barracks,  calling  happy  greetings  to 
classmates:  C’mon  — rise  and  shinola;  this  is  the  day! 
We're  going  home.  Goodbye,  Newport  — hello,  Main 
Street.  So  long,  you  slobs,  see  you  next  summer.” 

Midge  Stewart  smiled  happily  as  he  rolled  over 
and  propped  himself  up  on  fat  fists.  He  might  live 
to  be  an  average  officer,  after  all! 
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EARN  EXTRA  MONEY 

with  the  H.  B.  DAVIS  CORP. 
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Over  $1,000,000  in  inventory  is  maintained  at  all  times,  in  our 
own  8 story  building,  to  assure  immediate  shipment  or  pick-up, 
and  continuous  supply. 
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145  W.  15th  St.,  New  York  11,  N.  Y.,  AL  5-6666 
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LINGERIE 

SPORTSWEAR 
ACCESSORIES  & 
FOUNDATION  GARMENTS 

GARRETT'S 

DRESS  SHOP 
4410  Knox  Road 

Across  From  the  Hot  Shoppe 


Suburban  Trust  Company 

A Strong,  Friendly  Bank 

Visit  our  bank  in  the  College  Park  Shopping  Center. 
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Personal  loans  and  checking  accounts,  and  3%  paid 
on  savings.  Every  banking  and  trust  facility.  Night 
depository  for  Fraternities  and  Sororities.  14  different 
offices  in  Prince  Georges  and  Montgomery  Counties. 


HOURS: 


Monday  thru  Friday,  8:30  A.M.  to  2:00  P.M. 
Friday  Evenings,  5:00  P.M.  to  8:00  P.M. 


A HAMBURGER 
A LUNCHEON 
A DINNER  OR  BANQUET 

They're  All  Served  at  the  . . . 


^j£)omino  Restaurant 


Next  to  Plant  Industry  Station 

10280  BALTIMORE  BOULEVARD 
WE.  5-5400  College  Park,  Maryland 
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AGNIFICENTBkIIT 


By  Fred  Halliday 


Once  upon  a time  in  the  deep 
forest  there  lived  a bear.  A bear 
who  was  twice  as  big  and  twice 
as  mean  as  any  other  bear.  All 
the  animals  in  the  forest  had  great 
fear  and  deep  respect  for  this  bear 
and  they  all  paid  homage  to  him. 
They  fixed  for  him  a fine  cave 
complete  with  all  the  luxuries  of 
life  — a genuine  mahogany  scratch- 
ing stump,  a soft  bed  of  duck  fea- 
thers, a different  wife  every  week, 
and  wall-to-wall  carpeting.  In  ad- 
dition to  this,  the  squirrels  and 
chipmunks  brought  him  nuts  and 
berries;  the  otter  brought  him 
fresh  fish;  the  birds  of  the  thicket 
brought  him  rare  eggs  and  the 
puma  brought  him  flesh  to  eat. 

Our  bear,  whom  we  shall  call 
George,  didn’t  fancy  himself  as  a 
mere  brute.  It  is  true  that  when 
seized  by  a rage  he  could  force  the 
trees  to  yield  their  leaves  by  the 
sheer  force  of  his  bellow;  his  hulk- 
ing form  extended  could  blot  out 
the  sun  and  cast  the  forest  in  dark- 
ness; a fierce  fire  could  leap  from 
his  eyes  and  lay  waste  the  land  with 
a blazing  inferno;  and  he  could 
stomp  his  feet  and  shake  the  clouds 
from  the  sky.  What’s  worse,  George 
had  halitosis  and  all  the  creatures 
of  the  forest  lived  in  dread  fear  of 
this,  each  carrying  his  own  gas 
mask.  For  no  one  would  tell 
George  — not  even  his  best  friend. 

As  was  stated  earlier  George  did 
not  think  of  himself  as  a mere 
brute.  To  George,  George  was  a 
thinker  — a creature  of  wisdom 
who  by  far  outstripped  King  Solo- 
mon, Sigmund  Freud,  John  Locke, 
and  Bugs  Bunny.  Every  day,  by 
the  setting  sun,  George  would  call 
together  his  court  of  admirers  and, 
as  the  moonlight  played  havoc 
with  its  fanciful  shadows,  George 
played  havoc  with  his  fanciful  phil- 
osophies. 


When  he  would  pause,  a watch 
dog  appointed  by  the  captive  audi- 
ence would  clear  his  throat  and  all 
the  creatures  would  wake  with  a 
start  — their  heads  nodding  in  ap- 
proval, their  tongues  wagging  in  af- 
firmation. This  to  the  creatures  of 
the  forest  was  the  “most  unkind 
cut  of  all.”  That  they  should  be 
prevailed  upon  to  do  a little  extra 
to  pacify  the  king  of  the  forest 
was  to  be  expected.  They  did  not 
mind  gathering  food  for  him;  they 
did  not  mind  making  his  cave  com- 
fortable for  him;  they  did  not  mind 
providing  him  with  wives;  and  with 
their  gas  masks,  his  breath  was  not 
altogether  intolerable.  But  that 
they  should  be  forced  to  sit  and 
be  subjected  to  his  silly  philosoph- 
ies was  a fate  too  cruel  to  be  en- 
dured. 

So  one  night,  after  George  had 
gone  to  bed,  the  creatures  of  the 
forest  met  in  the  Deep  Thicket 
and,  with  the  owl  heading  a group 
of  radicals  to  a first  ballot  victory, 
they  decided  to  get  rid  of  George. 

The  very  next  evening,  at 
George’s  court,  all  were  apprehen- 
sive. How  could  the  small,  insig- 
nificant band  that  they  were  ever 
hope  to  drive  out  the  omnipotent 
king  of  the  forest?  Surely  — 
they  would  all  be  killed  for  their 
foolishness.  They  shuddered  with 
fear.  Might  they  retract?  No,  it 
was  too  late;  the  owl  had  begun 
to  speak. 

“Your  Majesty  King  George,  a 
humble  subject  wishes  to  seek  out 
the  answer  to  a question  that  has 
been  troubling  him  for  many  a day. 
I know  that  only  one  who  is  truly 
w'ise  can  answer  it.”  Even  as  the 
oxygen  valves  were  being  turned 
up  the  owl  brought  forth  his  ques- 
tion. “How  is  it  that  you  rule 
us?”  asked  the  owl.  “By  Divine 
right”  snapped  George.  “Then  you 


are  truly  a king?”  replied  the  in- 
significant ow  l.  “Of  course”  retort- 
ed the  Divine  ruler,  who  was  grow- 
ing impatient  with  all  this  silly 
talk.  "If  you  are  truly  a Divine 
king,  you  rule  civilization  as  well 
as  the  forest.”  said  the  owl.  “Givili- 
zation!  what  is  civilization?”  cried 
George.  “Civilization,”  answered 
the  owl  softly,  “is  just  outside  of 
the  jungle.”  “Then  I shall  rule  it 
too”  said  George,  and  at  once  he 
set  out  to  find  civilization. 

When  George  got  to  civilization 
he  decided  that  the  way  to  rule 
civilized  people  was  by  civilized 
means.  He  decided  that  he  would 
convince  civilization  that  he  was 
its  ruler,  after  all  he  was  more 
than  a mere  brute  — he  was  a 
thinker.  He  found  that  he  could 
talk  all  he  wanted;  everyone  wras 
more  than  willing  to  listen  to  him 
— imagine,  a talking  bear!  How- 
ever, talking  to  a bear  is  degrading 
to  a human,  so  the  people  decided 
to  make  George  over  as  a man. 
The  clipped  his  nails,  they  gave 
him  a bath,  they  brushed  his  teeth, 
they  taught  him  not  to  bellow',  they 
put  water  in  his  eyes  — they  re- 
fined him.  And  after  they  were 
through  they  decided  that  while 
George  wasn’t  quite  a brute  any 
more,  he  wasn’t  quite  a man  ei- 
ther. The  novelty  was  gone  so,  not 
having  any  further  need  for  him, 
civilization  cast  him  back  into  the 
forest.  And  George,  not  quite  a 
man,  submitted  meekly. 

When  he  got  back  to  his  former 
domain,  the  creatures  of  the  forest 
found  that  his  bellow  didn’t  scare 
anyone,  his  form  did  not  blot  out 
the  sun,  his  eyes  did  not  shoot  fire, 
and  his  breath  didn’t  smell.  So 
they  proceeded  to  take  away  his 
kingly  robes,  his  cave  and  its  fur- 
nishings, his  food,  and  all  other 
forms  of  tribute.  And  George,  not 
quite  a brute,  submitted  meekly. 
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Meet  The  Staff 

A West  Virginia  stump-jumper  for  his  first  14  years.  Editor  Gary 
Phillips  no  longer  has  one  leg  shorter  than  the  other.  He’s  had  both 
feet  squarely  on  the  ground  for  some  time  now,  and  stepping  into 
his  shoes  might  prove  a trying  task  for  anyone  — Naval  Reserve  mid- 
shipman and  instructor,  husband,  father,  student,  Army  employee, 
churchworker,  SDX  treasurer  — that’s  our  head  man.  Our  li’l  ol’ 
Southern  belle,  Miss  Nan  Guthrie,  is  a loyal  member  of  the  Confed- 
eracy, hailing  from  that  great  state,  North  Carolina.  She  journeyed 
even  farther  southward  last  summer  for  a journalism  position  in  At- 
lanta, Georgia.  Another  of  her  many  interests  is  the  American  Public 
Relations  Association  campus  group. 

He’s  called  “Peepin’  Tom,”  and  it’s  not  the  birds  he’s  looking  at. 
This  young  man’s  fine,  educated  eyes  are  quite  adept  at  finding  love- 
ly young  things.  Tom  Seppy’s  searchings  have  taken  him  far  as  Ismir, 
Turkey,  (with  the  help  of  the  U.S.  Army).  His  other  major  interest 
is  journalism,  in  conjuction  with  which  he  holds  positions  on  the  Dia- 
mondback,  Terrapin,  and  Old  Line.  Five  foot  two,  eyes  of  brown, 
and  oh,  she’s  lived  in  many  town.  Her  interests  are  divided  between 
the  I)BK  and  Old  Line  (there’s  a guy,  too)  . Paula  Dubov’s  hobbies 
could  be  listed  under  the  3 R’s,  reading,  ’riting,  and  records,  which 
fill  her  limited  free  time. 

Sandy’s  gas  man,  Jim  F.  Wright.  To  Karen  and  Mark,  he’s 
daddy,  and  a fraternity  brother  to  the  Sigma  Chi’s.  The  “Ad  Man” 
was  in  the  Air  Force  for  four  years.  Now  another  four  years  have 
passed  and  he’s  a senior  here  at  the  University  of  Maryland.  Picture 
this:  a man  on  skis  skimming  down  the  mountains  of  Switzerland 
with  Old  Line  ledgers  under  each  arm  . . . it’s  Bill  Demas,  our  busi- 
ness manager.  Bill  spent  last  summer  in  Europe,  touring  the  conti- 
nent. He  visited  Spain,  France,  Austria,  Switzerland,  Germany,  Hol- 
land and  England.  Bill,  a ski  enthusiast,  has  skiied  in  the  U.S.,  Can- 
ada, and  Switzerland. 
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• AS  YOU  BEGIN  TO  SEE, 

you  begin  to  wonder.  You  observe 
the  world  around  you  growing; 
then  you  look  at  yourself  and  you 
wonder  some  more.  You  think  of 
the  way  things  used  to  be  and  you 
wish.  Your  thoughts  creep  back 
into  the  depths  of  your  memory 
and  you  remember. 

Where  is  all  that  now?  You  try 
to  discover  where  all  the  time  has 
gone.  What  happened  to  all  the 
kids  you  used  to  know  and  all  the 
places  that  were  once  a part  of 
“that  time.”  You  certainly  aren’t 
.getting  old  at  this  stage  of  the 
game!  What  then  is  the  answer? 

Where  is  all  the  self-confidence 
you  once  had?  What  happened  to 
the  swelled  chest  and  the  sharp 
tongue  you  were  once  proud  to  call 
yours?  Now  look  out  your  window 
and  you  see  a different  scene  than 


once  had  passed  before  your  eyes. 
Everything  seems  so  far  away,  so 
foreign.  You  ponder. 

| ust  to  be  back  doing  the  things 
you  once  did,  where  there  was  no 
responsibility,  no  problems,  no 
money,  — but  a lot  of  easy  fun. 
The  conceit,  the  egotism,  the  non- 
chalant attitude  of  a generation 
that’s  seen  too  much. 

This  is  all  gone  now  and  you’re 
scared.  What  is  going  to  happen 
to  you  “out  there?”  It’s  so  vast  and 
empty  with  no  assurance  of  achiev- 
ing what  you  are  striving  for. 
There’s  nothing  to  fall  back  on 
now,  nothing  to  use  as  an  excuse. 
You’re  at  the  end  of  the  line.  You 
slowly  sink  deeper  and  deeper  into 
your  own  black  abyss. 

You  know  you  are  no  longer  a 
child  dreaming  dreams,  but  a 
young  man  on  the  brink  of  the 
pitfalls  and  the  anxieties  of  life. 
Again  you  look  “out  there” and  you 
see  the  great  unknown,  and  the 
dark  maze  of  fear  envelops  you. 
You  know  you  must  eventually 
take  the  steps  that  will  take  you 
beyond  the  world  you  were  once 
so  much  a part  of,  but  you  don’t 
know  how. 

All  is  quiet. 

• THEN  OUT  OF  THE  SHAD- 
OWS a small  light  penetrates  the 
walls  of  doubt  and  you  begin  to 
think. 

You  struggled  and  sweated  to  be 
where  you  are.  You  fought  the 
diversions  and  temptations  which 
have  tried  to  eat  away  your  con- 
victions. Are  you  going  to  let 
everything  go  now,  when  it’s  most 
important  that  you  hang  on? 

Sure  the  carefree  easy  times  have 
been  replaced  by  bitter  disappoint- 
ment and  self-sacrifice.  But  now 
you  can  prove  what  you’ve  said  all 
along  — that  you’ve  got  the  guts  to 
take  it  and  then  make  it  through. 

You’ve  seen  your  parents  die  a 


little  every  day  to  see  you  where 
you  are  now.  You’ve  seen  the 
smile  of  encouragement  they’ve 
given  you  to  let  you  know  they’re 
behind  you. 

You  can  still  remember  the  times 
Pop  said,  “You’ll  never  make  it,” 
but  you  knew  this  was  his  kind  of 
secret  incentive.  You  can  still  see 
your  mother  trying  to  hide  the 
tears  when  she  saw  you  walk  across 
that  high  school  stage  that  bright 
June  morning,  knowing  that  you 
left  youth  on  one  side  and  met 
manhood  on  the  other. 

The  little  things  that  add  up 
to  big  things.  These  things  used 
to  be  important  to  you.  What’s 
happened? 

Now,  it’s  the  style  to  be  as  coarse 
and  as  tough  as  possible.  This 
change  has  become  inevitable  as 
you  have  grown  older.  It  is  one  of 
the  stigmas  of  your  generation. 

Why  do  you  have  to  sit  back 
and  watch  the  deterioration  of 
your  values  and  ideals? 

Take  hold  of  yourself  and  evalu- 
ate. Perhaps  everything  has 
changed  and  things  aren’t  the  same 
anymore.  You  can't  be  sure.  But 
one  thing  is  certain.  You  have  now 
become  more  than  a family  invest- 
ment, and  more  than  a represent- 
ative of  your  era,  you  have  become 
a contributor  to  a society  which  is 
so  sorely  in  need  of  help.  Of 
course,  there  is  no  guarantee  of  life 
or  success.  All  there  can  ever  be 
are  the  guys  with  the  guts  to  sweat 
a little  more,  but  who  know  in 
the  end  that  they  made  it  on  their 
own. 

• Now  you  begin  to  understand 
and  the  small  gleam  of  light  has 
developed  into  an  incandescent 
glow.  Now  you  have  truly  seen 
and  with  those  eyes  you  look 
around  you  again  to  see  that  you 
have  grown  up  a little. 

— Barry  Allen 
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DUAL  PERSONALITY? 

The  fresh,  vibrant  lovely  on  our  cover 
becomes  a sultry,  kittenish  Old  Line 
girl  on  page  12,  when  she  wants  to 
charm  Santa. 

Is  there  hope  that  some  of  our  talent- 
loaded  turtles  might  also  change,  shed 
their  dull  cloaks,  and  emerge  to  enlight- 
en us?  The  Old  Line’s  front  door  is 
open  to  contributors,  but  few  have 
dared  to  approach  the  dirty,  little- 
knocked  door  behind  which  a dirty  but 
well-lighted  place  awaits  the  creative 
minds  of  the  campus. 

Don’t  miss  the  satisfaction  of  adding 
a little  bit  of  you  to  a campus  institution.  Be  with  us  when  next  we 
meet  to  solve  the  mystery  of  what  goes  into  the  February  Old  Line.  The 
boy-girl  theme  offers  unlimited  possibilities;  but,  contributions  arriving 
after  7 p.m.  on  January  9 will  be  marked  D.O.A. 

Take  this  issue  home  to  enjoy  during  the  holiday.  Return  with 
some  constructive  resolutions. 


Published  five  limes  during  the  school  year  by  the  students  of  the  University  of 
Maryland.  Editorial  and  business  offices  on  campus,  College  Park,  Md.  Printed  by 
H.  G.  Roebuck  8:  Son,  Inc.,  Baltimore.  Represented  nationally  by  IV.  B.  Bradbury, 
New  York  City.  Twenty  cents  a copy. 

Contributions  ( written , cartooned,  or  photographed)  are  solicited  and  may  be 
mailed  or  delivered  to  the  Old  Line  office  ( phone  HA.  7-3800,  ext.  361)  . Publication 
depends  upon  available  space  and  suitability  as  judged  by  the  editorial  staff. 

Opinions  expressed  herein  are  not  necessarily  those  of  the  university  or  of  the 
journalism  department. 


There's  More  Than  Meets  The  Eye  In 

THE  DIAMOND  RING  YOU  BUY 


All  you  can  see  is  a beautiful  ring  and  a price  tag.  But  how  can  you  re- 
late the  two  and  be  sure  of  quality  and  value?  How  can  you  avoid  an  un- 
wise choice  in  the  diamond  ring  you  buy? 

The  way  to  be  sure  is  to  choose  a genuine  registered  Keepsake 
Diamond  Ring.  Quality  in  diamonds  is  judged  by  color,  cut  and  clarity, 
and  Keepsake’s  quality  is  clearly  defined  in  writing  for  your  protection. 
The  Keepsake  Certificate  signed  by  your  jeweler  guarantees  a perfect 
center  diamond,  regardless  of  style  or  price  (or  replacement  assured). 
Keepsake  also  registers  your  ring  permanently,  assuring  lifetime  trade-in 


privilege  and  protection  against  loss  of  diamonds  for  one  year. 

The  center  diamond  of  every  Keepsake  engagement  ring  is  a perfect 
gem  . . . free  from  flaws  under  ten-power  magnification,  with  fine  blue- 
white  color  and  expert  cut.  And  behind  the  matchless  beauty  of  these 
lovely  diamond  rings  stands  the  famous  name  Keepsake,  symbol  of  qual- 
ity and  value  for  generations. 

In  making  this  important  lifetime  choice,  be  sure  to  look  for  the  name 
“Keepsake"  in  the  ring  and  on  the  tag.  Many  beautiful  styles  from  $100 
to  $10,000  — at  authorized  Keepsake  Jewelers  only. 


A.  MIAMI  Ring  $675.  Also  225  ond  450.  Wedding  Ring  225.  B.  ROLAND  Ring  $400.  Wedding  Ring  125.  C.  BAXTER  Ring  $225. 
Also  100  to  750.  Wedding  Ring  20.00.  D.  GWENN  Ring  $125.  Wedding  Ring  42.50.  All  rings  available  either  natural  or  white 
gold.  Prices  include  Federal  Tax.  Rings  enlarged  to  show  details.  ‘^Trade-mark  registered. 


Doting  is  really  fun  . . . when  you  know 

THE  ART  OF  DATING 

by  Dr.  Evelyn  Millis  Duvall 

An  expert  guide  to  hoppy,  successful  dating  to  moke  your 
teens  the  best  years  of  yoiw  life.  This  fact-filled  book  is  written 
by  Dr.  Evelyn  Millis  Duvall,  famous  author  and  counselor. 
REGULARLY  $2.50  in  hard  cover,  this  book  is  yours  in  the 
exclusive  Keepsake  edition  for  only  50if  AND  THIS  COUPON 
AT  ANY  KEEPSAKE  JEWELER  S STORE  If  dealer  is  not  l.sted 
in  yellow  pages  of  telephone  book,  write  to  Keepsake 
Diamond  Rings,  Syracuse  2,  N.  Y.,  for  his  name.  Do  not  send 
money,  please. 


MIRROR  ON  THE  MALL 


Our  All-Maryland  Olympic  performers  were  chal- 
lenged to  a bout  at  T.H.  a few  weeks  ago  by  the  illus- 
trious, but  anonymous,  TTTT’s.  We  beard  that  the 
stage  was  set,  a large  group  of  spectators  turned  out 
for  the  event,  and  the  Old  Line’s  candidates  were 
ready  but  the  challengers  failed  to  appear.  Could  the 
bold  publishers  have  lost  their  nerve? 

— o — 

So  far,  we’ve  found  only  one  instructor  on  campus 
who  keeps  his  notes  and  books  in  — and  lectures  from 

a sink!  ! ! No  sir,  Werner  Severin  wouldn’t  trade 

his  sink  for  all  the  lecterns  in  the  state. 

— o — 

There’s  been  quite  a lot  of  grumbling  — from  both 
dorms  and  Greeks  — about  the  way  the  homecoming 
decorations  were  judged.  It  seems  to  many  people 
that  the  judges  did  not  follow  the  point  system  that 
was  set  up  for  their  judging.  How  about  having 
judges  next  year  who  are  in  no  way  connected  with 
the  university. 

— o — 

The  theme  song  drifting  out  from  Albrecht’s  these 
days  is  “They  Can’t  Take  This  Away  From  Us.” 
Many  of  the  colorful  characters  of  Terpland  have 
been  seen  enjoying  GIGIG’s*  at  the  hangout  which  is 
coming  into  its  own  due  to  circumstances  beyond  stu- 
dent control. 

*Gee  I’m  Glad  It’s  Coke.  (It’s  much  safer!) 

— o — 

I he  following  is  a letter  which  we  received  after 
the  publication  of  our  list  of  candidates  for  the  1960 
Olympics: 


LETTER  TO  THE  EDITOR: 

Dear  Old  Line: 

In  the  most  recent  progeny  of  the  Old  Line  Maga- 
zine there  appeared  an  article  entitled  “1960  Olym- 
pic Performers?”  Some  of  us  who  were  selected  to  this 
infamous  assemblage  had  no  previous  knowledge  that 
our  names  would  be  used  in  conjunction  with  such 
an  appellation.  We  feel  that  this  was  a gross  usurpa- 
tion of  our  individual  rights  as  citizens  of  the  ELS. 
and  as  students  of  the  University  of  Maryland. 

Since  its  publication  this  article  has  affected  our 
individual  reputation,  in  that  it  tends  to  hold  us  up 
to  ridicule,  contempt,  shame,  disgrace,  and  obloquy, 
to  degrade  us  in  the  estimation  of  our  classmates,  to 
induce  an  evil  opinion  of  us  in  the  minds  of  right- 
thinking  persons,  to  make  us  an  object  of  reproach,  to 
diminish  our  respectability  and  abridge  our  comforts, 
to  change  our  position  in  society  for  the  worse,  to  dis- 
honor and  discredit  us  in  the  estimation  of  the  public, 
to  deprive  us  of  friendly  intercourse  in  society,  and  to 
cause  us  to  be  shunned  or  avoided  by  our  fellow  stu- 
dents. 

In  view  of  the  tumultous  effect  that  this  article 
has  had  on  our  lives,  we  feel  that  we  are  entitled  to 
an  explanation  to  the  same  question  that  is  continual- 
ly being  presented  to  us,  i.e.,  WHY  DIDN’T  WE 
MAKE  FIRST  TEAM? 

Heels  Thommen 
Joe  Sole 
Tom  Seppy 
Don  Dean 
Jack  McCarthy 
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by  Fred  Holliday 


ONCE  UPON  A TIME,  in 
the  little  manor  of  Park- 
shire,  there  lived  a man  who  re- 
sided in  a great  stone  castle. 

The  castle  was  surrounded  by  a 
forbidding  wall,  tall  towers  pierced 
the  gray  atmosphere,  a huge  gate 
blocked  the  entrance,  and  iron  bars 
stretched  their  prohibitive  fingers 
across  the  windows.  Almost  every- 
one knew  that  the  castle  existed 
but  nobody  knew  who  lived  there. 

Each  evening,  from  the  farther- 
most tower,  a solitary  light  glowed 
from  one  of  the  windows.  And  be- 
hind the  window  sat  a man 
hunched  over  his  desk  casting  long, 
lithe  shadows  on  the  dimly-lit 
walls. 

His  eyes  shifted  rapidly  from 
book  to  book,  his  hands  moved 
deftly  from  bag  to  bag.  He  was 
counting,  counting  — money. 

His  name  was  Ebene/er  Bryce, 
and  he  was  very  careful  with 
money.  For  Bryce  had  a very  im- 
portant job  — he  was  the  sole 
guardian  and  dispenser  of  the 
treasury. 

ft  was  his  duty  to  balance  the 
budget  — a very  tedious  task, 
which  he  performed  satisfactori- 
ly. The  budget  was  always  bal- 
anced and  this  greatly  pleased  the 
king  and  the  royal  court. 

It  was  also  his  duty  to  redistrib- 
ute the  funds  that  were  collected 
throughout  the  kingdom,  from 
among  the  subjects  — “to  give  to 
the  people  what  they  wanted.” 
And  it  was  here  some  felt  that  old 
Bryce  fell  short  of  the  mark. 

You  see,  there  were  a great  many 


streams  and  rivers  in  the  little 
kingdom  of  Parkshire,  especially 
when  it  rained.  To  ford  these 
streams  a ferry  service  was  neces- 
sary. This  ferry  service,  known  as 
the  Old  Line  Transportation  Com- 
pany, was  run  by  Gerry  Setup  and 
Don  Blatz.  Don  would  sit  astride 
his  old  horse,  Diamondback,  prod- 
ding him  along,  pulling  the  good 
ship  by  means  of  a rope  attached 
to  its  bow.  (Gerry  Setup  rode  on 
the  barge  to  make  sure  nothing 
went  wrong  with  the  pulley  sys- 
tem.) 

Finally,  after  many  long  years 
of  faithful  service,  the  old  horse 
exhausted  his  resources,  pulled  up 
lame,  and  expired.  Fortunately 
for  the  people  of  Parkshire  this 
mishap  occured  during  a dry  spell 
when  it  wasn’t  necessary  to  use  a 
ferry  service  to  get  from  place  to 
place. 

However,  as  soon  as  the  fall 
rainy  season  arrived  and  the  rain 
filled  the  gulleys  and  swamped  the 
fields,  the  transportation  company 
again  would  be  a necessity. 

So  a group  of  far-thinking  citi- 
zens approached  old  Bryce  for  the 
express  purpose  of  getting  a new 
horse  for  the  Old  Line  Transpor- 
tation Company.  It  wasn’t  very 
easy  to  get  an  interview  with  the 
treasurer,  but  the  citizens  group 
finally  gained  entrance  to  the  hal- 
lowed halls  of  the  great  castle. 

At  once  they  were  overwhelmed 
by  the  somber  overtones  of  the 
great  hall.  No  deep-textured  rugs 
or  colorful  carpets  covered  the  bare 
marble  floor;  no  pompous  paint- 
ings ornamented  the  mundane 


monochromatic  walls,  no  glittering 
glassware  or  delicate  drapes  framed 
the  face  of  this  embarrassed  old 
woman.  A bashful  attendant 
thoughtfully  drew  the  curtains, 
casting  the  room  in  darkness. 

After  a short  wait  the  commit- 
tee was  ushered  into  the  treasurer’s 
chambers. 

Realizing  the  importance  of  the 
matter  and  not  wishing  to  waste 
any  time  the  committee  got  right 
down  to  business.  When  they  had 
finished  making  their  petition, 
Bryce  produced  a file  upon  which 
were  printed  the  words: 

Item  — One  Horse.  Old  Bryce 
began  to  pore  over  the  dossier,  oc- 
cassionally  emitting  such  ejacula- 
tions as  “um  hum,”  “well,”  “tsk, 
tsk,”  and  finally,  an  emphatic  “Oh 
my.” 

It  began  to  look  as  though  the 
committee’s  project  was  doomed. 
The  discussion  stretched  on,  far  in- 
to the  night.  Then  Bryce  brought 
up  an  excellent  point. 

“If  we  buy  you  another  horse 
what  is  our  assurance  that  it  won’t 
die,  just  like  the  other  one?” 

“But  the  old  horse  gave  us  many 
years  of  faithful  service.” 

“Nonsense,  he  was  a traitor  in 
the  end,”  replied  Bryce.  “He  ate 
our  oats,  drank  our  water,  slept  in 
our  barn,  and  after  all  that,  he  had 
the  bad  form  to  die.” 

“But  the  people  — when  it  rains 
— what  will  they  do?” 

“Let  them  wear  boots.” 

The  Autumn  breezes  changed  to 
the  chill  winds  of  November,  and 
December  brought  with  her,  her 
frosty  precipitation.  One  evening 
late  in  the  month,  as  Bryce  was  re- 
laxing after  a long,  hard  day  at 
the  counting  tower,  the  sounds  of 
carolers  floated  into  his  chambers. 

“Christmas  — blah,  beetle!” 
thought  Bryce.  “A  fir  tree  for  two 
weeks  is  a poor  investment.” 

He  settled  back  into  Kis  easy 
chair.  The  warmth  of  the  fireplace 
radiated  through  the  room  — like 
a palpable  hand  it  settled  his 
mind,  softening  his  thoughts.  The 
hearty  meal  he  had  just  eaten  set- 
tled in  his  stomach,  inducing  him 
to  lethargy.  His  eyes  became  trans- 
fixed upon  a log  sparkling  in  the 
hearth. 

He  was  content  — he  dozed. 
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Suddenly  he  was  a. 

WAKENED  by  the  bouncing 
strains  of  the  “Hot  Canary.” 

“Someone  is  playing  a violin!” 
“He's  coming  up  the  stairs! 
Without  an  appointment!  And  at 
such  an  ungodly  hour!” 

“How  disrespectful!  How  bra- 
zen!” 


The  sound  of  the  singing  strings 
came  closer. 

I”ll  lock  him  out.  There,  he 
can’t  get  in  now.”  The  sound  came 
closer. 

“Nothing  can  get  in!” 

And  still  closer. 

“He’s  coming  through  the 
door!” 


The  unwelcome  visitor  stood  in 
the  doorway.  He  wore  a splendid 
toga,  gray,  with  the  sign  “Johns 
Manville”  lettered  across  the  front. 
In  his  hand  he  clutched  the  con- 
spicuous violin,  also  in  perfect  con- 
dition. His  laurel  wreath,  how- 
ever, was  singed. 

“There  is  something  odd  about 
this  man,”  thought  Bryce. 

“Why  do  you  come  here  with  a 
violin?” 

“I  go  everywhere  with  my  vio- 
lin. It  is  the  symbol  of  my  apathy. 

I am  forced  to  wander  through 
eternity  as  1 frittered  away  my  life 
— playing,  playing,  playing.” 

“Who  are  you?” 

"History  knows  me  as  a mad- 
man; my  people  knew  me  as  a 
muderer.  My  name  is  Sneero.” 
“Fiddlesticks!”  replied  Bryce. 
“YAAGHH,  don’t  say  that!” 
screamed  the  ghost. 

“All  right,  all  right  — what  is 
the  purpose  of  your  visit?” 

"To  tell  you  that  you  will  be 
haunted  by  two  ghosts.” 

“I  thought  it  was  supposed  to  be 
three.” 

“We  can’t  foretell  what  is  to 
come  — ordy  you  can  set  your  own 
destiny.  I go  now.” 

The  ghost  evaporated,  leaving 
Bryce  standing  alone  in  the  middle 
of  the  room.  K’s  feet  were  cold, 
the  fire  was  dying.  He  went  over, 
stirred  up  some  of  the  ashes,  and 
put  another  log  on  the  fire.  When 
he  turned  around  the  flickering 
flame  revealed  two  figures  stand- 
ing in  the  corner  of  the  room. 

“Good  evening,  gentlemen.  1 
have  been  expecting  you.” 

Bryce  appeared  to  be  calm  now, 
but  stimulated  and  interested.  He. 
as  always,  was  honest  with  himself. 
Was  there  any  truth  in  what  the 
ghost  had  said?  Did  it  apply  to 
him  in  any  way?  He  meant  to  find 
out. 

The  two  figures  had  come  for- 
ward by  now.  One  was  obviously 
very  affable  and  gay.  The  other 
was  stolid  and  pensive.  The  robust 
fellow  shook  Bryce’s  hand  vigor- 
ously and  introduced  himself  as 
Philip  T.  Bill  by. 

“But  everyone  calls  me  P.  T. 
Through  my  media  I not  only 
tried  to  give  the  people  what  they 
wanted,  but  tried  to  get  what  I 
wanted  as  well.  However,  we  al- 
ways kept  in  touch  with  each 
other.  This  direct  contact  led  to 
mutual  understanding.  And  un- 
derstanding to  chaos.” 

(see  page  16) 
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SERVICE  + GROWTH  = OPPORTUNITY 


A MULTI-MILLION  DOLLAR 
Construction  Program 

Almost  $41,000,000  was  spent  by  our  Company  last  year  for 
new  construction  to  keep  pace  with  ever-growing  reguirements 
for  gas  and  electric  service.  The  views  above  are  typical. 
Left — Laying  a new  26-inch  main  to  augment  the  supply  of  gas 
to  southern  sections  of  our  territory.  Right — Building  progress 
on  a second  125,000  kilowatt  steam-electric  generating  unit  at 
Herbert  A.  Wagner  Station,  scheduled  to  go  into  service  early 
next  year. 

We  estimate  that  over  a guarter  of  a billion  dollars  will  be 
spent  for  new  construction  during  the  next  five  years.  About 
three-quarters  of  this  will  be  for  expansion  of  our  electric  sys- 
tem, about  20%  for  expansion  of  the  gas  system,  and  the  bal- 
ance for  miscellaneous  facilities.  It  will  represent,  in  the  aggre- 
gate, a 50%  expansion  of  the  Company's  plant. 

Growth  of  this  magnitude  spells  OPPORTUNITY  for  college 
graduates  in  engineering,  accounting,  business  administration. 
If  you  are  equipped  to  meet  the  challenge  of  the  fast-moving, 
fast-growing  utility  industry,  look  into  the  advantages  avail- 
ble  here  in  Baltimore.  Write  for  literature  ...  or  arrange  with 
your  placement  director  for  an  interview  when  our  representa- 
tive visits  your  campus  ...  or  call  at  our  Personnel  Department, 
1507  Lexington  Building,  Baltimore  3,  Md. 


Baltimore  Gas  and  Electric  Company 

Serving  one  of  America's  great  industrial  centers 


The  area 
we  serve 


is  a 2,300-square  mile  section  extending 
from  the  Pennsylvania  State  line  to  a 
point  on  the  Chesapeake  Bay  about  50 
miles  below  Baltimore.  More  than 
500,000  electric  and  375,000  gas  cus- 
tomers are  located  in  this  territory.  It  is 
one  of  America's  major  industrial  centers, 
with  2,000  manufacturing  plants  of 
which  a number  rank  as  the  world's 
largest  of  their  kinds. 
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Sometimes 
you  have  to 
hold  on 


Linda  can’t  stand  alone  be- 
cause she  was  bom  with  a mal- 
formed spine  and  her  legs  don’t 
work  very  well.  The  March  of 
Dimes  will  help  children  like 
Linda,  crippled  by  such  birth 
defects  and  by  polio  and  arthri- 
tis. They  all  need  your  help. 


JOIN  THE 

MARCH  OF  DIMES 

mummi  toward  cm  a ter  victories  mmm  m 


Tfavy  ‘Slcce 

by  R.  W.  Kisielewski 


T-he  tiny,  isolated 

community  of  Kisaton  was 
just  begining  to  fall  asleep  as  a 
blanket  of  snow  began  to  form  on 
the  surrounding  hills  and  rooftops. 

The  buildings  and  streets  were 
totally  darkened  with  the  excep- 
tion of  an  occasional  beam  of  light 
from  an  unshuttered  window'  or 
sparkling  chimney.  A new'  bright- 
ness appeared  as  a door  was  open- 
ed, and  then  disappeared  as 
twelve  year  old  Jamie  Benedict 
closed  the  heavy  oak  door  and 
seated  himself  on  the  front  steps 
of  the  Benedict  home. 

He  had  been  standing  earlier  in 
the  chilled  air  for  some  time  pray- 
ing for  the  snow  to  fall  and  now’ 
his  wish  was  being  fulfilled.  He 
stuffed  his  hands  into  his  jacket 
pockets  and  leaned  backward  to 
enjoy  the  coolness  of  the  falling 
snow. 

As  he  felt  a flake  drift  onto  his 
face,  he  thought  of  the  years  before 
when  he  and  his  father  had  gone 
sleighriding  in  the  hills  near  their 
home.  The  snows  were  very  deep 
then  and  the  air  was  always  crisp 
and  fresh.  Tomorrow  would  be 
another  beautiful,  snowy  Christ- 
mas . . . really  something  to  see. 

“Tomorrow  we  can  go  again, 
now  that  the  snow  has  come,” 
Jamie  told  himself.  “I  guess  the 
whole  town  will.” 

He  thought  of  the  year  before 
when  everyone  from  Kisaton  had 
gone  into  the  forest  to  find  a 
Christmas  tree. 

They  cut  the  largest  and  pret- 
tiest tree  and  dragged  it  by  the 
trunk  over  the  paths  and  cobble- 
stone streets  into  the  heart  of  the 
main  square.  They  braced  the 
tree  into  a standing  position  and 
decorated  it  with  ribbons,  pine 
cones,  and  many  other  colorful 
oddities.  Some  hunters  returned 
with  a huge  buck  which  the  wo- 
men cleaned  and  dressed.  The 
meat  was  roasted  over  a crackling 
pine  cone  fire  and  everyone  sat 
around  the  glowing  embers  sing- 
ing, humming,  and  wating  for  a 
portion  of  the  golden  meat. 

That  was  one  of  the  many  holi- 
days which  Jamie  would  never 
forget.  He  smiled  and  quivered 
in  anticipation  of  the  next  day’s 


festivities.  His  thoughts  were  sud- 
denly interrupted  by  the  sound  ol 
his  father’s  voice. 

“Jamie,  you  ought  to  come  in 
now'.” 

AS  HE  ENTERED  the  warm 
living  room,  his  father  was 
straightening  the  gift  packages  be- 
neath the  small  Christmas  tree 
near  the  fireplace. 

Mr.  Benedict  stood  from  his  task 
and  nodded  satisfaction  with  his 
work.  He  turned  to  Jamie  and 
asked,  “You  cold,  son?” 

“No,  sir,”  Jamie  replied,  as  he 
removed  his  coat  and  cap  and 
placed  them  on  the  rack  behind 
the  door.  “Can  we  go  riding  to- 
morrow?” 

“You  bet  we  will  — by  the  looks 
of  this  snow,”  Mr.  Benedict  en- 
thused, as  he  peered  out  a side 
window.  “She’ll  be  deep  enough.” 
Jamie  walked  across  the  room 
and  into  the  kitchen  where  his 
mother  was  putting  the  finishing 
touches  on  a Christmas  present 
and  preparations  for  the  next  day’s 
supper. 

“Need  any  help,  Mom?” 

Mrs.  Benedict  looked  around 
the  kitchen  and  answered,  “No, 
I think  I can  finish  what’s  left. 
Why  don’t  you  go  to  bed?  You 
have  quite  a day  ahead  of  you  to- 
morrow.” 

“Okay,  mom.”  Jamie  said,  as  he 
kissed  her  goodnight  and  returned 
to  the  living  rom. 

“G’night,  Dad.” 

“Night,  son.  Go  right  to  sleep 
now',  you  need  your  rest,”  called 
Mr.  Benedict  as  Jamie  climbed  the 
stairs  to  his  room. 

AMIE  EAGERLY  OPENED 

the  package  his  mother  hand- 
ed him  and  withdrew  the  hand- 
knitted  sweater.  He  pulled  the 
heavy  wool  over  his  shoulders  and 
smoothed  out  the  sleeves. 

“Fits  good,  son,”  his  mother 
said,  smiling  warmly. 

“You  look  fine,”  beamed  Mr. 
Benedict  as  he  patted  Jamie  on  the 
shoulder. 

“Gee,  I sure  needed  a sweater. 
Thanks,  mom,  dad.  Wish  I could 
see  what  I look  like  with  it  on. 
What  color  is  it?” 
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^ A really  "great"  Christmas  present  ...  particularly  ^ 
| if  you're  collecting  a trousseau  ....  would  be  some 
of  those  absolutely  super  Supercale  sheets  and 
I pillow  cases.  There's  a new  turauoise  shade  that 

I 

| couldn' t be  dreamier  . . . and  have  you  seen  the  new 

y 

y gift  set  with  appliqued  scallops  for  the  hems 
\ 

\ called  "Petit  Feston"  ...  they're  heavenly'.  I'm 
giving  practically  every  girl  I know 
a pair  of  those  Supercale  cases 
that  are  ruffled  all  around  and 
printed  too  ...  trousseau 
or  not  . . . don' t you 
think  they  are  really 
the  living  end? 


WAMSUTTA  MILLS,  Dept.  S72,  1430  Broadway,  New  York  18,  Division  of 
M.  Lowenstein  & Sons,  Inc.,  makers  of  Wamsutta  Debucale ®,  Heritage  Towels, 

Babycale  crib  sheets,  fashion  fabrics  for  men,  women  and  children 
and  decorative  fabrics  for  the  home. 
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Editor’s  Note : — These  Boo-Boos  of  journalism 
have  appeared  in  newspa pers  here  and  around  the 
country.  They  were  culled  from  our  faculty  adviser’s 
collection . 
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A college  professor  had  checked 
out  of  his  hotel  and  before  getting 
more  than  a few  blocks  away  real- 
ized that  he  had  left  his  umbrella. 
Returning  to  the  hotel  and  ap- 
proaching the  room  he  had  just 
vacated,  lie  learned  that  a newly 
wedded  couple  had  taken  the 
room. 

They  were  in  that  baby-talking 
stage,  and  as  the  professor  peeked 
through  the  keyhole,  he  saw  the 
groom  kiss  the  bride’s  tiny  mouth, 
and  heard  him  say: 

“Whose  ’ittle  mouth  is  that?” 

“Yours,”  she  cooed. 

“And  whose  ’ittle  nose?’’  he  con- 
tinued. 

“Yours,  darling,”  she  assured 
him. 

“And  whose  ’ittle  hands?”  he 
asked,  kissing  them. 

“Yours,  of  course,  dearest,”  she 
replied. 

“Listen  here,  young  fellow,” 
called  the  impatient  professor 
through  the  transom,  “when  you 
come  to  an  umbrella,  it’s  mine.” 


‘Scram  offa  my  beat,  sister!’ 


She  stepped  out  of  the  bathtub 
anti  onto  the  bathroom  scales. 
Hubby  came  in  the  back  door  and 
walked  past  the  bathroom  door. 
He  observed  what  she  was  doing 
and  inquired,  “How  many  pounds 
this  morning,  honey?” 

Without  bothering  to  look,  she 
answered,  “Fifty,  and  don’t  leave 
your  tongs  on  the  back  porch.” 


The  temperance  lecturer  asked 
his  audience:  “Now  supposing  I 
had  a pail  of  water  and  a pail  of 
beer  on  this  platform,  and  then 
brought  on  a donkey;  which  of  the 
two  would  he  take?” 

“He’d  take  the  water,”  came  a 
voice  from  the  gallery. 

“And  why  would  he  take  the 
water?”  asker  the  lecturer. 

“Because  he’s  an  ass,”  came  the 
reply. 


COLUMNS 

‘Does  your  cigarette  taste  different  lately ?” 


‘Here’s  to  Milly.  She’s  true  blue!” 


1 1 


photography  by 
Jeff  Slutkin 


The  deep,  brown  eyes  of  an 
angel  and  the  personality  to  match 
has  Julie  Kelly,  A&S  frosh  and  a 
KD  pledge.  Photo  Editor  Jeff 
Slutkin  had  trouble  keeping  the 
camera  steady  while  following  the 
35-24-35  package  through  Christ- 
mas decorations  at  Lansburgh’s 
Langley  Park  store. 

After  having  her  sit  on  his  lap, 
Santa  promised  to  bring  Julie  any- 
thing she  wanted. 
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"Now  Boys"  — No,  Bud  isn't  saying  his  prayers.  He's  not 
pleased  with  his  cagers'  performance,  noting  the  ability  but 
a lack  of  poise.  "We  have  to  combine  both  to  have  a winner," 
says  Bud. 


Defensive  Fault  — Millikan  isn't  telling 
a tall  tale,  he's  showing  his  team  and 
guard  Gene  Danko  in  particular,  how 
poor  the  defense  was  on  one  of  the 
plays  at  a weekly  practice. 


by  Charlie  Rayman 

• MARYLAND’S  BASKETBALL  TEAM,  under 
the  bouncing  direction  of  H.  A.  Bud  Millikan,  has 
one  ACC  game  (Wake  Forest,  here  Saturday)  and  the 
Sugar  Bowl  tourney  in  New  Orleans  before  comple- 
tion of  its  toughest  pre-Christmas  schedule. 

“We’ve  never  had  a schedule  before  Christmas 
that  matches  this  one  in  the  caliber  of  teams,”  said 
Millikan. 

Duke  and  Maryland  were  the  two  conference 
teams  hit  hardest  by  graduation.  Millikan  lost  60% 
of  his  first  team  — Nick  Davis,  Tom  Young,  and 
John  Nacincik. 

“Each  of  those  players  did  something  no  one  on 
this  team  can  do,”  said  Bud,  before  the  season  started. 
"We  don’t  have  anyone  to  replace  Davis’s  outside 
jumper  ...  no  one  to  give  the  tough  defensive  as- 
signment to,  as  we  could  with  Nacincik  ...  no  one 
to  give  the  team  the  spark  ignited  by  Young.” 

• BUT  MILLIKAN  ALWAYS  solves  his  round-ball 
problems.  A look  at  a rugged  Millikan  practice  shows 
why  Bud  never  has  had  a losing  season. 

Last  season,  the  Terps  showed  a weakness  against 
a pressing  defensive.  In  pre-season  practices  leading 
up  to  action  in  this  toughest  of  all  round-ball  leagues 
— the  ACC  — Millikan  prepared  his  players  for  the 
press  by  letting  seven  men  guard  five. 

“After  you  get  used  to  playing  against  seven  de- 
fenders, playing  against  the  regular  amount  will  seem 
like  three  to  you,”  said  the  coach  to  his  players. 

Millikan’s  career  at  Maryland  has  been  a huge 
success.  There  is  nothing  evident  at  this  time  to  make 
one  think  this  season  will  be  different  from  any  other 
Bud-bossed  campaign. 


Half-way  through  a practice  session, 
Millikan  gives  his  team  a rest.  Here 
Bud  takes  a rest  and  discusses  a pleas- 
ing  point  of  the  Terp  practice  session 
to  Perry  Moore,  assistant  coach  and  ex- 
Terp  center. 


building? 


"Don't  wait  for  the  ball'  . . go  to  meet 
it"  — shouts  Millikan  to  6-10  Bob  Wil- 
son as  the  sophomore  center  wraps  him- 
self around  a rebound.  "You  have  to 
get  off  your  toes  . . . you  have  to  get 
position  on  your  opponent.  If  you  get 
position  you'll  have  no  problem." 


Four  players  struggle  for  a rebound  as  Bud  has  his  crew  race 
through  one  of  the  many  drills  which  prepare  the  squad  for 
the  grind  of  a regular  game.  In  this  drill,  Millikan  has  two 
defensive  players  back-pedaling  downcourt  covering  three 
charging  offensive  players.  If  they  hold  their  three  foes,  a 
third1  defensive  man  joins  them  shortly  to  make  things  even. 


Millikan's  sharp-shooting  junior,  Charlie  "Wyatt  Earp"  Mc- 
Neil was  out  of  position  on  a play  preceding  this  halt  in 
practice.  Bud  sometimes  calls  a halt  to  a scrimmage  minutes 
after  he  has  spotted  a mistake,  long  after  the  offender  has 
forgotten  his  mistake  and  has  made  it  again. 
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(from  page  5) 

Now  Bryce  turned  to  the  other 
figure.  He  was  dressed  in  the  co- 
lonial manner:  black  frock  coat, 
breeches,  and  a powdered  wig.  He 
spoke  softly  and  smoothly.  Bryce 
could  tell  from  his  manner  and 
bearing  that  he  was  an  aristocrat, 
but  he  was  to  know  him  only  as 
“Alexander.” 

“When  I was  in  the  position  of 
a manipulator,”  he  began,  “I  too 
was  accused  of  not  having  the  in- 
terest of  the  people  at  heart.  The 
spirit  of  a treasury  for  the  people 
is  the  spirit  of  benificence  for  the 
people.  But  what  is  impractical  at 
the  moment  may  be  progressive, 
and  therefore  not  only  practical, 
but  desirable  in  the  long  run.  The 
problem  then,  is  to  differentiate 
between  the  progressive  and  the 
static.” 


The  clamorous  chimes 

of  Christmas  wakened  Bryce, 
and  he  looked  around.  The  fire 
was  out  he  was  still  in  his  easy 
chair. 


“Was  it  a dream?” 

He  rose  from  his  chair,  brushed 
aside  the  curtains,  and  threw  open 
the  window. 


Everywhere  snow  had  fallen. 
Everywhere  people  were  run- 
ning to  church. 

Everywhere  everyone  was  smil- 
ing. 

Everyone? 

Everywhere  it  was  Christmas. 
Everywhere? 


“Tell  me,  old  man,  are  your  par- 
ents pulling  the  Claus  act  again 
this  year?” 


Dresses  — Sportswear 
Accessories 

"Strictly  for  Girls" 

SHOPPING  CENTER 
COLLEGE  PARK 


“I’m  not  wealthy  and  I don’t  have 
a yacht  and  a convertible  like  Jack 
Smith,  “apologized  the  suitor,  “but 
darling,  I do  love  you.” 

“And  I love  you,  too,”  she 
panted,  “ But  tell  me  more  about 
this  Jack  fellow.” 


“I  can’t  marry  him,  mother;  he’s 
an  atheist  and  doesn’t  believe  in 
hell.” 

“Marry  him  dear,  and  together 
we’ll  convince  him  he’s  wrong.” 


A modern  mother  and  her  young 
son  were  shopping,  and  the  boy, 
wishing  to  help  his  mother,  picked 
up  a package  and  carried  it  to  her. 

“Oh,  no,  honey,”  she  explained, 
“Put  it  back.  I’d  have  to  cook 
that!” 

• 

Advisor  to  Joe  College:  “Your  vo- 
cational aptitude  tests  indicate 
that  your  best  opportunity  lies  in 
a field  where  your  father  holds  an 
influential  position.” 


LEDO  RESTAURANT 

AMERICAN 

AND 

ITALIAN  FOOD 

PIZZA  BAKED  TO  ORDER 

All  Food  Boxed  To  Order 
2420  University  Boulevard 

HA.  2-8122  HA.  2-8622 


DEL  HAVEN 

WHITE  HOUSE 

MOTEL 

10260  Baltimore  Avenue,  College  Park  Maryland 

(2Va  miles  north  of  university) 

50  Modern  Brick  Units  — Restaurant 
Tile  Bath  — T.V.  — Air-Conditioned 

WEbster  5-4852  or  5-6291 


Dispensing  Eyeglasses 
and  spectacles  to 
Alumni  and  Students 
Since  1898 

CONTACT  LENS  SERVICE 

Washington  — Bethesda 
7 Corners  Shopping  Center 

Customer  Parking 

Dl.  7-7976 
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/$  done  Santa, 

by  Paula  Dubov 

’Twas  the  night  before  Yule  when  all  through  the  pad, 
Things  had  stopped  rocking,  it  was  all  very  sad; 
T-he  leg-threads  were  hung  by  the  pot,  like  mean, 

In  hopes  Daddy  Cool  would  soon  make  the  scene 
The  tads  were  nestled  all  snug  in  their  racks, 

While  visions  of  Gina  danced  by  in  packs. 

And  Mama  in  her  sweater  and  I in  my  jeans. 

Had  just  settled  our  brains  from  the  Dracula  dreams; 
When  out  on  the  drag  strip  there  arose  such  a clatter, 
I flipped  from  the  sack  to  see  what  was  the  matter. 
Off  to  the  peephole  I flew  like  a flash, 

Chopped  open  the  shutter  and  upped  the  sash. 


The  orb  on  the  breast  of  the  new-fallen  snow, 

Gave  the  gloss  of  chrome  to  bits  below, 

When,  what  to  my  hip  eyes  should  show. 

But  a small  like  bike  that  was  flat  out  in  low; 

With  a little  cycle-jockey  who  knew  how  to  tool, 

I knew  like  quick  it  must  be  Daddy  Cool; 

More  powerful  than  a four-jugger  his  pipes  backed 
out. 

He  cursed  them  and  razed  them  and  gave  out  a shout. 
On  Brando,  On  Loren,  On  Marilyn  Monroe, 

Go  Brigitte,  Go  Kim,  get  your  butts  from  the  snow; 
To  the  top  of  the  porch,  to  the  top  of  the  wall, 

Now  dig  away,  dig  away,  dig  away  all. 

As  pushers  like  before  the  flat-foots  fly, 


When  they  meet  like  a user  who’s  flying  high, 

So  up  to  the  beat  joint  the  scooter  it  flew, 

With  a sidecar  full  of  fixes,  and  Daddy  Cool,  too; 

And  then  in  a bit,  I heard  on  the  shed, 

The  squeal  of  brakes  and  the  peel  of  tire  tread 
As  I drew  in  my  head  and  was  turning  around, 

Down  the  stack  Daddy  Cool  came  with  a bound. 

He  was  dressed  in  black  leather  from  his  head  to  his 
boot, 

And  his  studs  were  all  tarnished  with  grit  from  his 
loot; 

A bundle  of  “bennies”  he  had  flung  on  his  back, 

And  he  looked  like  a peddler  just  opening  his  sack. 
His  glims  were  so  glassy,  his  nose  how  it  shone, 

His  cheeks  were  red-hot,  his  morals  had  flown, 

His  sad  little  mouth  was  drawn  up  in  a sneer, 

And  the  hair  on  his  face  hadn’t  been  shaved  in  a year. 

The  butt  of  a weed  he  dangled  from  his  lip. 

And  the  smoke  he  inhaled  to  prove  he  was  hip! 

He  had  a broad  pan  and  a paunch  from  the  brew, 
Showed  he  was  a T.  H.  veteran,  true  blue, 

He  was  puffy  and  gross,  a really  gone  daddy  elf, 

And  I was  gassed  when  I saw  him  in  spite  of  myself, 
A twitch  in  his  eye  and  a spasm  of  his  head, 

Cut  me  in  quick  he  was  nothing  to  dread; 

He  clammed  up  the  gab  and  moved  right  on  out, 
Stuffed  all  of  the  threads  and  sashayed  about, 

And  laying  his  digit  aside  of  his  nose, 

And  giving  a belch,  up  the  smoke-hole  he  rose, 

He  sprang  to  his  Harley,  kicked  the  starter  with  a 
clop, 

And  flew  down  the  street  like  he  was  chased  by  a cop. 
And  I heard  him  roar  as  he  gunned  out  of  sight, 

“A  Cool  Yule  to  all,  and  to  all  a Wild  Night!” 
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by  Judy  Risdon 
photography  by  Jeff  Slutkin 


The  perfect  topping  for  this  outfit  is  a soft  furlined  leather 
jacket.  The  jacket  can  be  worn  with  many  other  sports 
clothes. 


Fashion  takes  many  shapes:  from 
the  casual  ski  outfit  to  the  most 
bouffant  evening  dress.  Clothes 
chosen  carefully  can  add  variety 
and  a touch  of  the  unusual  to  a 
wardrobe. 

Clothes  must  be  suited  to  the 
occasion.  Currently  we  are  in- 
terested in  fashions  to  take  us 
through  the  Christmas  season  arid 
its  many  parties  and  dances. 

But,  the  real  success  of  any  pur- 
chase depends  upon  its  versatality 
and  particality  in  the  future,  as 
well.  Those  shown  on  these  pages 
were  selected  to  dazzle  through  the 
holidays  — but  complement  any 
wardrobe  throughout  the  new  year. 


A cocktail  dress  of  pure  silk  organza  in  a practical  short 
length,  yet  suitable  for  the  most  formal  dance. 
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This  smart  Italian  knit  wool  dress  is  per- 
fect for  an  afternoon  in  the  city  or  a 
casual  date.  The  outfit  is  completed  by 
a touch  of  tailored  gold  jewelry. 


The  rustling,  flared  skirt  of  this  dress 
is  the  kind  that  sounds  as  good  as  it 
looks. 


This  silk  print  dress  is  practical  as  well  as  attractive.  The 
dress  is  sleeveless  and  can  be  worn  in  the  spring  without  its 
matching  mohair-trimmed  vest. 


ifU 
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The  very  necessary  black  dress.  The  simplicity  of  black  with 
the  added  intrigue  of  a graceful  harem  skirt. 


An  empire  belted  sheath  of  pure  silk.  The  striking  contrast  of 
the  wide  black  satin  belt  need  only  be  accented  by  simple 
black  accessories. 


- 
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An  attractive  and  comfortable  outfit; 
the  slacks  are  paisley  print  velveteen 
with  a matching  silk  shirt. 


♦ ♦ ♦ 


ET’S 

■SAY 

IT’S 


They  Usually  Succeed 


by  Fred  Holliday 


A 

DULL, 

GREY 

DAY,  and  a light  snow  is  falling.  Everywhere, 
people  are  scurrying  to  and  from  the  parked  cars  that 
dot  the  campus  — people  in  a festive  mood,  shouting, 
joking,  laughing  — people  carrying  suitcases,  arms 
full  of  laundry,  raincoats,  boxes,  and,  oh  yes,  books. 
Nothing  can  dampen  their  spirits  — not  the  falling 
snow  — not  the  bundles  that  impair  their  movement 
— not  the  eager  feet  that  they  trip  over  — not  even 
the  traffic  jams  that  will  cause  dinners  to  grow  cold. 

For  it  is  Christmas,  and  they  are  going  home. 

In  a few  hours,  this  maddening  millieu  of  mirth- 
ful mayhem  has  reduced  itself  to  a few  tardy  de- 
partures . 

Slowly  the  exodus  grows  more  spasmodic  until 
finally  the  very  last  vacationers  in  the  very  last  auto 
have  vanished  in  the  dusk  that  is  enveloping  Route 
1.  By  the  time  the  chimes  strike  seven,  all  is  quiet, 
all  is  still. 

XCEPT  FOR  A SOLITARY  FIGURE  that 
moves  slowly  across  the  mall,  no  other  signs  of 
activity  disturb  the  “deserted  village.”  But  why  a 
solitary  figure? 

Let’s  say  his  name  is  Jose’  and  let’s  say  his  home 
is  in  Panama.  Where  will  he  be  when  the  chimes 
peal  at  midnight  on  the  24th  of  December? 

Because  of  the  efforts  of  some  sympathetic  Wash- 
ingtonians that  comprise  the  Foreign  Students  Serv- 
ice Council,  he  and  a great  many  other  foreign  stu- 
dents like  him  will  probably  be  enjoying  the  hospital- 
ity of  an  open  house  party  at  a Washington  home. 

This  is  only  one  of  the  many  events  that  will 
make  up  the  F.S.S.C.  of  Greater  Washington  special 
Christmas  program  — a program  that  will  take  the 
foreign  student  on  a nine-day  whirlwind  tour  of 
Washington  places  and  people  — to  the  Library  of 
Congress,  the  National  Gallery  of  Art,  the  Supreme 
Court,  the  Capitol,  and  finally  to  a New  Year’s  Eve 
dance. 

The  F.S.S.C.  of  Greater  Washington  performs 
these  valuable  services  free  of  charge  to  the  student. 
In  addition  to  the  Christmas  program,  there  is  also 
an  introductory  tour  of  the  District  of  Columbia  for 


students  experiencing  their  first  look  at  an  American 
city.  Each  year  a special  Spring  program  brings  new 
friends  together  for  several  days  of  activity  that  often 
serve  as  the  foundation  for  the  extension  of  summer 
excursion  by  those  who  will  spend  the  summer  in 
America. 

Although  the  need  for  such  an  organization  as 
the  F.S.S.C.  has  existed  since  the  arrival  of  the  first 
foreign  students  in  America,  it  was  not  until  1956 
that  the  council  was  formed.  In  the  two  years  that 
have  passed  since  then,  the  council  has  served  more 
than  3,000  students  in  the  Washington  area,  each  year 
increasing  the  number  of  students  it  serves,  each  year 
increasing  the  content  of  the  program  that  it  offers 
them. 

According  to  Mr.  Hugh  Jenkins,  F.S.S.C.  director, 
this  rapid  growth  is  a result  of  cooperation  that 
academic  institutions  of  higher  education  have  ex- 
tended to  the  council. 

Here  at  Maryland,  Assistant  Dean  Furman  A. 
Bridgers  has  been  responsible  not  only  for  the 
smooth  coordination  that  has  existed  between  the 
university  and  the  council,  but  also  for  Maryland’s 
campus  policy  for  the  foreign  student,  which  Mr. 
Jenkins  described  as  “excellent.” 

“Maryland  doesn’t  put  their  foreign  students  in 
one  house,  but,  after  a pre-term  orientation  program, 
breaks  them  up  by  placing  them  in  the  regular  dor- 
mitories and  giving  them  American  roommates.  This 
helps  to  facilitate  the  foreign  students’  primary  social 
objective  — the  assimilation  into  the  American 
scene.” 

During  the  entire  Christmas  vacation,  the  Foreign 
Student  Service  Council  will  be  working  overtime  to 
try  and  help  the  foreign  student  achieve  that  objec- 
tive. 

Q O DON’T  WORRY  too  much  about  that  soli- 
tary figure  crossing  the  mall  after  you  have  left 
for  home. 

He  is  being  taken  care  of  — by  people  who  spe- 
cialize in  happy  endings. 
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your  Balfour  man 


HERB  BROWN 

406  WEST  SARATOGA  STREET 
BALTIMORE,  MD.  LE.  9-4066 


Fraternity  and  Sorority 

JEWELRY 


Favors  Trophies  "jjf  Mugs 
Stationery  Knitwear 
Fraternity  and  Sorority  Badges 


FURNITURE  UNCLAIMED:  Lawson  love  seat  $20, 
china  closet  $10,  chaise  lounge  $10,  dining  room 
set  $60,  dresser  and  mirror  $10,  kitchen  table 
$3,  rugs  $10,  studio  couch  $20,  picture  frames 
$1,  sofa  bed  $20,  wing  chair  $10,  hidaway  bed 
$35,  leather  top  coffe  table  $15,  kitchen  cabinet 
$4,  Victorian  chair  $6,  French  chair  $20,  bed- 
room set  $68,  Lawson  sofa  $20,  wash  stand  $3, 
foot  stools  $2,  desk  $10,  beds  $5,  mirrors  $3, 
innerspring  mattress  $10,  coil  spring  $6,  French 
nite  tables  $15,  roll  away  bed  $14,  chest  of 
drawers  $10,  Hollywood  bed  $23,  wardrobe  $5, 
dining  room  table  $10,  sofa  & chair  $30,  marble 
top  coffee  table  $45,  luggage  rack  $3,  2 piece 
sectional  sofa  $35,  bedroom  set  $68,  4 poster 
bed  $35,  hunting  table  $15,  box  spring  $12, 
French  prov.  bedroom  & dining  room  pieces.  We 
do  upholstering:  sofa  and  chair  $89;  slipcovers, 
$48;  custom-made  draperies;  ontiques;  sofa  and 
chair  work.  Easy  terms. 

HOFFMANN  UPHOLSTERERS 
2447  18th  St.,  N.W.,  CO.  5-5116 
Free  Parking  Open  'til  9 p.m. 


HANNES 
FORMAL  WEAR 

TUXEDO  RENTALS 

8229  Georgia  Avenue 
Silver  Spring,  Md. 

JU.  9-9595  and  9-0502 

"Across  From  Roth's  Theatre" 


1162  BONIFANT  STREET  SILVER  SPRING,  MARYLAND 

JUniper  9-1577 

AUTO  GLASS  — FURNITURE  TOPS  — CUSTOM  MIRRORS 


NOW!!! 


STUDENT  SUPPLY  STORE 
STUDENT  UNION 


CARRIES 

BOTANY 

BRANDS 

SWEATERS 
TIES 
SCARFS 
SPORT  SHIRTS 


Supplies  - Books  - Cosmetics  - Class  Rings 
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TR.IO 


The  street  was  very  narrow, 

And  the  street  was  very  long. 

It  stretched  from  out  of  long  ago, 

And  led  into  somewhere  we  could 
not  see, 

Somewhere  with  the  wind  and  the 
leaves, 

The  street  was  lighted  by  aged 
lamps, 

And  all  enclosed  by  ivied  houses. 

We  peered  through  the  glowing 
windows, 

And  stared  childlike  at  the  restless 
fi res, 

Wondering  at  the  braided  rugs 
and  mantle  clocks, 

And  then  blindly  we  trooped  our 
way  down  the  long  street, 

While  the  bright  and  aged  lamps 
drenched  us  in  light. 

— Elizabeth  Parker 


Not  baivdy  nor  boisterous, 
Nor  roivdy  nor  raucous, 
But  shy  and  retiring 
As  a creature  in  hiding, 
Deep  in  the  thorn, 

’Neath  trees  of  scorn; 
Not  closing  its  eyes 
To  one  compromise. 
Often  it  touched  us, 

But  we  were  aloof. 

Our  skins  were  too  tough 
For  the  feather  of  truth. 

— Fred  Halliday 


And  as  I looked  out  and  up,  per- 
haps 

I hoped  only  to  see  a treehouse. 

And  that  would  have  been  nice, 

Up  in  the  most  difficult  tree  of 
all. 

There  would  have  been  birds 
there, 

And  there  would  have  been  apples. 

Great  red  apples  without  ivortns  in 
them. 

As  I looked  out  and  up?  Oh  yes, 

There  were  things  I sometimes 
found, 

But  have  forgotten  where  I left 
them. 

Oh,  but  about  the  treehouse,  it 
would  be 

Always  green  there,  lasting  green, 

So  high,  with  the  reddest  apples, 

And  the  freest  birds. 

— Elizabeth  Parker 


A HAMBURGER 
A LUNCHEON 
A DINNER  OR  BANQUET 

They're  All  Served  at  the  . . . 


2)o/m7io  t^eitaurant 


Next  to  Plant  Industry  Station 


10280  BALTIMORE  BOULEVARD 
WE.  5-5400  College  Park,  Maryland 


TOWN  HALL  TAVERN  tau  hau  rho 


EIGHT  TWENTY  THREE 
FIFTEENTH  STREET,  N.  W 


NA.  8-7169 


Dinner  and  en  evening  of  music 
in  European  Atmosphere 
Imported  & Domestic  Beverages 


Come  See  New  Frat 


"Where  friends  meet" 

PIZZA  BAKED  IN 
BRICK  OVEN 

Vi  Price  Tuesday 

LARGE  CIRCULAR  BAR 

Ample  Parking 

Sorority  Paintings 


Free  Parking 
6:00  P.M.  to  Closing 
1419  EYE  STREET,  N.W. 


No.  Minimum 

No  Cover  No  Admission 
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Ever  dabble  in  a brook  on  ono  of  Spring's  first  balmy 
days?  That's  how  a Salem  cigarette  refreshes  your  taste. 
You  get  rich,  full  tobacco  taste  with  a new  surprise  soft- 
ness. The  smoke  feels  comfortable  as  never  before. 
Through  Salem's  pure-white  filter  flows  the  freshest 
taste  In  cigarettes.  Smoke  refreshed  . . . smoke  Salem! 


menthol  fresh 
rich  tobacco  taste 
modern  filter,  too 


INSIDE: 


ATOM  & EVE 


MALL  MIRROR 


DATE  FOR  MARION 


OLD  LINE  VAL 


VINTAGE  LINES 


AQUAMEN 
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WIN  °onfe  FOUR  1959  THUNDERBIRDS ! 


Just  25  words  will  win  America’s  most  wanted 
car  ...  or  one  of  1,032  other  exciting  prizes! 


4 1959  FORD  THUNDERBIRDS 

1st  to  4th  prizes 

Four-passenger  hardtops.  America’s 
most  individual  car. 

8 RCA  COLOR  TV  SETS 


5th  to  12th  prizes 


Your  passport  to  the  wonder  world 
of  Living  Color!  Installed  free. 

8 MEN'S  WARDROBES  TAILORED 


Complete  outfit  - suit,  sport  coat, 
two  pairs  of  slacks  . . . superbly 
styled  from  fine  materials,  with  the 
hand-tailored  touches  that  count. 

16  HAMILTON  ELECTRIC  jStt 
WRIST  WATCHES 

2 1st  to  36th  prizes 

The  watch  the  world  is 
talking  about.  Pow- 
ered by  a tiny  battery 
that  lasts  for  months. 


1,000  FAMOUS  FALCON  PIPES 

37th  to  1036th  prizes 

WQ  Featherweight, 

1 ounce.  Patented 
moisture  trap — smokes 
bone  dry.  Finest  imported  Briar. 


$2,000  FOR  RETAILERS 

Ask  your  jobber  about  these 
awards.  And  get  the  display 
racks  to  boost  your  sales  of  House 
of  Edgeworth  contest  brands. 


EDGEWORTH  READY-RUBBED  in  the 
famous  pouch  of  blue.  Cool,  slow 
burning  white  burleys!  holiday 
pipe  mixture — A blend  of  5 great 
tobaccos  with  a flavor  men  relish  and 
an  aroma  that  women  welcome,  too. 
EDGEWORTH  EXECUTIVE  MIXTURE — 
Most  luxurious  tobacco  you  can 
smoke!  No  added  aromatics.  Also 
EDGEWORTH  JR.  ...  HI  PLANE  . . . 

EDGEWORTH  SLICED 


CONTEST  RULES 


1.  Simply  complete  this  statement 
in  25  words  or  less:  "It’s  pipe  smok- 
ing time  all  over  America  because 
. . .”  Write  your  entry  on  an  official 
entry  blank  or  one  side  only  of  any 
sheet  of  plain  paper.  Be  sure  to  print 
your  name  and  address  plainly  on 
your  entry.  You  may  enter  as  many 
times  as  you  wish,  but  each  entry 
must  be  accompanied  by  either  an 
empty  pocket  size  pouch,  or  the 
printed  insert  from  medium  or  large 
size  tin  of  any  oneof  these  six  pipe  to- 
baccos: EDGEWORTH  READY-RUBBED, 
EXECUTIVE  MIXTURE,  EDGEWORTH 
SLICED,  HOLIDAY  PIPE  MIXTURE, 
EDGEWORTH  JR.,  OR  HI  PLANE. 

2.  Mail  your  entry  to: 

Edgeworth  Contest 

P.  O.  Box  82-C 

Mount  Vernon  10,  New  York 

Entries  must  be  postmarked  not 
later  than  midnight,  March  31, 
1959.  Be  sure  to  use  sufficient 
postage. 

3.  Anyone  living  in  the  continental 
United  States,  its  territories  and 


possessions  may  enter  except  em- 
ployees of  Larus  & Brother  Com- 
pany, Inc.,  and  its  advertising 
agencies  and  the  families  of  such 
employees.  Each  entry  must  be  the 
original  work  of  the  contestant 
submitting  it  and  be  submitted  in 
the  contestant’s  own  name. 

4.  Prizes,  as  listed  in  the  contest 
announcement,  will  be  awarded  to 
the  best  entries  judged  by  The 
Reuben  H.  Donnelley  Corporation 
on  the  basis  of  originality,  sincerity 
and  appropriateness.  Duplicate 
prizes  in  the  event  of  ties.  Decision 
of  the  judges  is  final.  Only  one  .prize 
will  be  awarded  in  any  one  family. 

5.  All  entries  become  the  property 
of  Larus  & Brother  Company,  Inc., 
to  use  as  it  sees  fit  and  none  will  be 
acknowledged  or  returned.  Winners 
will  be  notified  by  mail.  Full  list  of 
winners  will  be  sent  approximately 
six  weeks  after  close  of  contest  to 
anyone  enclosing  a self-addressed 
stamped  envelope  with  entry.  Con- 
test subject  to  all  federal,  state  and 
local  regulations. 


OFFICIAL  ENTRY  BLANK 

(Use  plain  paper  if  desired) 


MAIL  TO:  Edgeworth  Contest 

F.  0.  Box  82-C 

Mount  Vernon  10,  New  York 

Send  with  each  entry  an 
empty  pocket  size  pouch,  or 
the  printed  insert  from  inside 
a medium  or  large  size  tin 
of  any  of  these  6 fine  pipe  to- 
baccos: EDGEWORTH  READY- 
RUBBED,  EDGEWORTH  EXEC- 
UTIVE MIXTURE,  EDGE- 
WORTH  SLICED,  HOLIDAY 
PIPE  MIXTURE,  EDGEWORTH 
JR.,  OR  HI  PLANE. 

Entries  must  be  postmarked 
not  later  than  midnight 
March  31,  1959. 

Print  Your  Name 

Street  Address 

City 


ENTER  AS  MANY  TIMES  AS  YOU  LIKE!  GET 
MORE  ENTRY  BLANKS  AT  YOUR  DEALERS. 

Complete  this  sentence  in  25  words  or  less 

"It’s  pipe  smoking  time  all  over  America 
because  


Zone. 
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‘Dating. 


We  recommend  to  all  our  read- 
ers an  unusual  book  which  we  first 
saw  a few  days  ago.  “The  Art  of 
Dating”  contains  vital  information 
for  every  red-blooded  male  and  fe- 
male on  campus  who  likes  to  date, 
and  we  assume  that  is  most  of  the 
“single”  population. 

Even  the  most  socially  happy 
and  adaptable  members  of  our 
campus  have  at  some  time  experi- 
enced moments  of  awkwardness, 
sadness  or  general  tribulation  be- 
cause of  the  opposite  sex. 

This  book  tackles  every  aspect  of 
the  man-woman  relationship,  from 
social  manners  to  the  large  prob- 
lems of  religions,  differences  in 
economic  backgrounds,  and  sex. 
Some  subjects  covered  are:  blind 
dating,  pick-ups,  overcoming  shy- 
ness, how  to  be  popular,  the  much 
older  fellows,  when  the  woman  is 
older,  problems  in  interfaith  dat- 
ing, crossing  lines  of  nationality  or 
race,  getting  into  another  social 
class,  the  bad  reputation,  when 
the  girl  says  “no”,  is  he  or  she  too 
popular,  breaking  dates,  parking 
and  petting,  drinking  and  sex,  un- 
requited love,  what  is  infatuation, 
recovering  from  an  infatuation, 
back  in  circulation,  dating  security, 
breaking  off  the  affair,  getting 
married  while  still  in  school,  when 
he’s  off  to  the  service,  etc. 

Whether  you  are  short,  tall,  fat, 
thin,  poor  or  rich,  in  fact  if  you  are 
just  single,  male  or  female,  you 
will  find  this  book  interesting  and 
frank.  The  author  of  this  book  is 
Mrs.  Joy  Duvall,  who  has  written 
numerous  other  novels.  This  book 
is  available  in  a specially  prepared 
paper-bound  edition  at  your  local 
Keepsake  Diamond  Ring  jeweler 
for  $.50,  a substantial  reduction 
from  the  $2.50  price  for  the  hard- 
cover edition  sold  elsewhere. 
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“Sweet  Valentine” 

by  R.  W.  Kisielewski 


Mr.  Enrine  was  seated  behind 
the  long  display  counter  flipping 
leisurely  through  a comic  book. 

"How  much  is  that  box  of 
candy?” 

He  looked  up  at  the  sound  of 
the  voice  but  saw  no  one  in  his 
store.  He  shook  his  head  and  re- 
turned to  his  reading. 

“Hey  mister,”  the  voice  squeaked 
a little  louder. 

Hearing  the  voice  for  the  second 
time,  he  looked  carefully  about 
his  store  but  still  no  one  could  be 
seen.  “Must  be  my  imagination,” 
he  said  to  himself. 

“Hey,  down  here.” 

Mr.  Enrine  jumped  to  his  feet, 
leaned  forward  and  peered  over 
the  counter  into  the  freckled  face 
of  a small  boy. 

“What  do  you  want  you  little 
br  . . . uh  . . . kid.” 

The  boy  spoke  very  seriously  as 
he  pointed  into  the  glass  case. 
“How  much  is  that  box  of  candy?” 
The  box  he  pointed  to  was  large 
and  heart-shaped,  tied  with  a 
bright  red  bow. 

“Three-seventy-five.” 

“Three  dollars  and  seventy-five 
cents!”  gulped  the  boy. 

“That’s  right  kid,”  he  glared. 
“You  got  that  much?” 

“No  sir,  just  eighty-three  cents.” 

“Well  that’s  not  so  bad,”  he 
smiled.  “You  can  buy  a smaller 
box  with  that.” 

"I  want  that  box.”  he  pointed 
again. 

“That  box  costs  three  dollars 
and  seventy-five  cents  and  you 
don’t  have  three  dollars  and  sev- 
enty-five cents,  do  you?" 

“No  sir,  just  eighty-three  cents.” 


Mr.  Enrine  spoke  impatiently, 
“Look  kid,  either  you  buy  a small- 
er box  with  what  you’ve  got  or  get 
enough  money  for  that  box.”  He 
smiled  at  the  boy  and  returned  to 
his  seat  to  continue  reading. 

“Tomorrow’s  Valentine’s  Day 
and  I’d  like  to  give  that  box  to  my 
mother.  She  loves  chocolate  candy 
and  I bet  there’s  a lot  of  candy  in 
that  box.  Could  I give  you  that 
eighty-three  cents  today  and  pay 
the  rest  later?” 

Mr.  Enrine  stood  and  smiled 
down  at  the  little  man.  “No,”  he 
answered  softly  before  sitting  down 
again.  He  turned  to  his  reading 
and  tried  to  forget  the  intrusion. 

“Mister  . . .” 

“NO!!”  he  screamed,  jumping  to 
his  feet.  His  face  reddened  as  he 
pounded  loudly  on  the  counter 
with  each  ‘no.’  “No,  no,  no  . . .” 

The  boy  gaped  at  the  crotchety 
old  man  and  slowly  backed  away. 
Outside  he  looked  sadly  through 
the  front  window  at  the  box  ol 
candy. 

As  he  stood  silently,  an  elderly 
woman  passed.  She  was  wearing 
very  plain  clothes  and  carrying  a 
large  black  bag.  Upon  seeing  the 
boy,  she  stopped  anil  asked,  “Is 
something  wrong  sonny?" 

He  looked  up  at  her  and,  be- 
tween sobs  and  whimpers,  slowly 
told  his  story. 

“.  . . and  I only  have  eighty- 
three  cents.” 

The  old  lady  looked  through  the 
window  and  turned  to  the  boy  as 
he  finished.  "I  know  Mr.  Enrine 
fairly  well  and  1 think  we  can 
reach  an  agreement  with  the 
eighty- three  cents.” 


“I)o  you  really  think  so?”  he 
beamed. 

“I'll  try,”  she  smiled  as  she  en- 
tered the  store  with  the  eighty- 
three  cents  in  one  hand  and  her 
bag  in  the  other.  The  boy  watched 
through  the  window  as  she  greeted 
Mr.  Enrine  and  after  much  shak- 
ing of  heads  and  pointing  and  re- 
fusing, he  handed  her  the  box  and 
returned  her  smile  of  appreciation. 
As  she  left  the  store  the  boy  was 
jumping  up  and  down  and  clap- 
ping his  hands. 

“Gee,  thanks!”  he  yelped  as  he 
grabbed  the  box  and  dashed  down 
the  street.  The  old  lady  smiled  as 
she  watched  him  disappear  around 
a corner. 

As  soon  as  he  was  sure  the  old 
lady  couldn’t  see  him,  the  boy 
slowed  to  a walk.  “Whew!”  he  said 
to  himself.  “Three  dollars  and 
seventy-five  cents  worth  of  candy 
for  only  eighty-three  cents. 
Couldn’t  budge  ol’  Enrine  any  but 
I sure  fooled  that  old  lady.”  He 
tucked  the  box  under  his  arm  and 
started  whistling  to  himself. 

The  old  lady  stood  in  front  of 
the  candy  store  counting  to  herself, 
" . . . Seventy-five  . . . eighty  . . . 
one  . . . two  . . . three  . . . eighty- 
three  cents.  Just  like  he  said.  Sure 
nice  of  ol’  man  Enrine  to  give  me 
that  empty  box  for  nothing.” 

She  dropped  the  coins  into  her 
bag  and  walked  away  humming 
softly  . . . 


"Please  love  me  " 
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Bob  Kohl,  undefeated  Baltimore  junior, 
is  touted  to  win  ACC  diving  titles  at 
Chapel  Hill.  He  maintains  a high  "Q" 
in  Engineering,  has  won  DCAAU  titles 


John  Bell,  senior  butterflyer,  and  for 
three  years  bread-and-butter  swimmer 
for  the  terps,  came  from  VMI  with 
Campbell.  Team  captain,  he  holds  all 
Moryland  butterfly  records. 


I 

I 


t 


Coach  Campbell  loses  only  three  from 
his  team  of  fifteen  by  way  of  gradua- 
tion; a good  reason  to  view  the  future 


" Maryland  Team 
of  the  Future " 


in  anticipation.  Top  row:  Frosh  Coach 
Paleologus,  Margolis,  Ladrido,  Vaeth, 
Matson,  Coach  Campbell.  Center  row: 


Park,  Bell,  Kohl,  Sinclair,  Sykes.  Bottom 
row:  Monninger,  Adams,  Donaldson, 

Mills,  McIntosh. 
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Almost  unnoticed  in  the  shadow  of  football  and 
basketball  problems,  the  University  of  Maryland 
swimming  team  has  been  busy  compiling  an  impres- 
sive record  that  figures  to  total  eight  wins,  two  losses 
by  the  time  this  hits  print.  This,  of  course,  is  by  far 
the  best  percentagewise  record  of  any  winter  sport 
team. 


Bill  Campbell,  coach  of  the  swimming  team,  came 
to  Maryland  from  Virginia  Military  Institute  to  find 
that  he  was  a swimming  coach  without  a pool.  For 
this  he  had  left  an  established  head  coaching  position. 

From  that  poor  beginning,  and  despite  problems 
of  recurring  leaks  in  the  new  pool,  he  has  amassed 
20  victories  against  12  losses  in  the  Terp’s  three  year 
swimming  history.  His  aquamen  boast  a fine  record 
against  strong  opponents,  including  the  Naval  Acad- 
emy, West  Point,  North  Carolina,  the  University  of 
Pittsburgh,  and  other  prominent  leaders  in  swimming 
competition. 

With  a raft  of  undefeated  freshmen  swimmers 
available  for  next  year  and  one  of  the  nation’s  lead- 
ing high  school  swimmers  applying  for  entrance,  the 
capable  aqua  chief  figures  to  have  a team  for  the 
next  three  years  that  will  compare  with  the  best  in 
the  country. 

The  Old  Line  salutes  the  swimmers  and  their 
coach. 


Dick  Sinclair,  |umor  from  Bridgeport, 
Conn.,  has  led  the  Terps  in  the  crawl 
events,  swimming  in  three  events  each 
meet.  He  began  on  Maryland's  first 
freshman  team  and  has  developed  into 
one  of  the  East's  outstanding  swimming 
gentlemen. 


Nick  Paleologus,  junior  engineer,  typifies  the  Maryland  team. 
He  had  no  previous  swimming  experience,  but  his  determina- 
tion has  made  him  a stondout.  Since  swimming  commands 
few  scholarships,  bright  prospects  such  as  Nick  are  rare 


John  Mills,  ever-improving  backstroke  sensation,  is  one  reo- 
son  why  the  Terp  swimmers  are  going  to  continue  their  climb 
to  national  recognition. 
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“Farewell  to  Katrina” 


by  Peter  Bros 


It  was  the  time  of  the  year  when 
the  clouds  were  forming  in  great 
heavy  masses  and  the  wind  was 
blowing  with  wings  dipped  in  ice 
and  the  leaves  were  falling  onto 
the  ground  and  lying  for  a while 
and  then  being  trampled  under- 
foot by  the  inhabitants  who  looked 
like  they  had  trench  mouth. 

I stood  looking  out  over  the 
campus  and  I felt  a tap  on  my 
shoulder  and  I turned  around  and 
I looked  into  the  cloudy  eyes  of  my 
roommate  Rine  Aldi. 

“Hello  Rine,”  I said,  giving  him 
the  fraternity  handshake. 

Rine  embraced  me  and  kissed 
me  on  both  cheeks,  for  he  was 
Italian. 

“Hello  Baby.  How  are  you 
Baby?  No  don’t  answer  Baby.  I 
know  you  like  privacy.  Well,  no 
matter.  Come  on,  Baby.  Come  on 
and  see  my  new  girl.  She’s  nice 


and  has  long  blond  hair.  Come  on, 
Baby.” 

I like  Rine.  He’s  in  the  same 
fraternity  that  I’m  in. 

We  went  to  the  infirmary  and 
there  Rine  went  in  and  asked  for 
Kathy  Rine  because  she  was  a 
nursing  student  and  she  worked  at 
the  infirmary  and  the  infirmary 
was  very  clean  and  all  of  a sudden 
I saw  my  reflection  in  a three  way 
mirror  and  I knewr  then  at  that 
moment  that  I wanted  a drink. 

She  came  out  then  and  she  had 
long  blond  hair  and  she  was  beau- 
tiful and  I liked  her  very  much 
and  I knew  that  I would  see  her 
again  and  there  was  a fly  crawling 
up  the  screen  door  of  the  infir- 
mary. 

I asked  for  Miss  Rine  and  the 
nurse  in  charge  said  she  was  ill 
and  I told  the  nurse  I had  to  see 
her  and  when  she  finally  came  out 


I told  her  I had  to  go  down  to  the 
gulch  for  a few  days. 

“Can’t  you  stay?”  she  said. 

“No  I have  to  go,”  I said. 

“Hurry  back?” 

“I’ll  be  back  soon.” 

“Don’t  go.” 

“I  have  to  go.” 

“Okay.” 

“Okay.” 

“Goodbye.” 

“Goodbye.” 

I left  the  infirmary  and  walked 
down  the  road  to  my  bicycle  and 
Giuseppe  and  Rodin  were  there 
with  their  bicycles  and  we  headed 
off  toward  the  gulch. 

We  were  sitting  in  the  gulch 
crocked  around  the  fire  eating 
macaroni  and  warm  wine  which 
was  brewed  in  the  AFROTC  de- 
partment when  it  happened.  The 
noise  was  deafening  and  when  I 
woke  up  I was  in  the  infirmary 
and  Kathy  was  over  me  working 
on  my  bandages. 

“Hello.” 

“Hello,”  I answered. 

I looked  at  her  for  a minute 
and  all  of  a sudden  desire  surged 
and  I knew  I was  in  love  with  her. 
“Come  here,”  I said. 

“Not  here,”  she  replied. 

“Here.”  I reached  up  and 
grabbed  her  and  pulled  her  to  me 
and  kissed  her. 

“That’s  the  first  time,”  she  said 
after  the  kiss  was  finished.  “I’m 
not  very  good  at  it  yet.” 

“You  were  fine.” 

“How  many  other  girls  have  you 
kissed?” 

“None.” 

“You’re  lying.  No.  Don’t  tell  me. 
Don’t  mention  it.  How  many?  No. 
Don’t  tell  me.  I’ll  get  better  and 
then  you’ll  like  kissing  me.” 

She  finished  changing  the  dress- 
ing and  left. 

I looked  out  the  window  and  it 
was  raining  and  I felt  bad  because 
I hate  rain  and  it  scared  me  be- 
cause I cotdd  see  my  teeth  lying 
yellow  and  wet  on  the  shiny  black 
pavement. 

Three  months  later  I left  the  in- 
firmary and  went  back  down  to 
the  gulch  and  I hated  leaving 
Kathy  because  I had  fallen  in  love 
with  her  and  I didn’t  want  to  fall 
in  love  only  I just  did. 

The  gulch  was  terrible  and  I 
didn’t  like  it  and  I got  tired  of 
Rine  telling  me  he  had  fleas  and 
one  day  in  the  rush  from  class  I 
gave  it  up  and  started  back  to 


‘You  can  trust  me;  it’s  not  a fraternity  pin.” 
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the  infirmary  only  on  the  way  back  I had  to  jump 
in  a puddle  of  water  to  escape  some  fraternity  men 
who  wanted  me  to  pledge  an  ordinary  fraternity  and 
they  were  the  right  ones  and  they  had  just  pledged 
and  an  upperclassman  had  just  said,  “take  me"  and  1 
took  off  my  dink  not  because  I felt  odd  but  because 
it  gave  me  headaches. 

I got  back  to  the  infirmary  and  all  the  nurses 
glared  at  me  and  1 didn’t  understand  why  until 
Kathy  came  out  and  told  me  that  she  had  trench 
mouth  and  we  decided  to  get  out  and  go  up  on  the 
hill  where  we  cotdd  be  at  peace. 

The  boat  leaked  and  my  hands  blistered  from 
rowing  and  one  time  the  campus  police  launch  al- 
most picked  us  up  for  not  having  a “B“  lot  sticker 
but  early  the  next  morning  we  had  crossed  the  mall 
and  were  walking  up  the  steps  of  the  student  union. 

Our  time  was  peaceful  at  the  student  union  and  I 
grew  a beard  and  Kathy  wanted  to  cut  her  hair  but 
1 didn’t  want  her  to  and  she  didn’t. 

We  had  a fine  time  but  then  the  day  for  the  op- 
eration came  and  we  went  down  out  of  the  hill  to 
the  animal  hospital  and  it  was  hot  and  she  was  in 
the  operating  room  a long  time  and  I kept  hearing 
her  say,  “That  was  a good  one,  doctor.” 

And  then  the  doctor  came  out  of  the  room  and  I 
saw  in  his  hand  thirty-two  white  teeth  and  I knew. 
And  all  I could  think  of  was  that  it  was  a dirty  trick 
and  I turned  and  walked  out  the  door  and  down  the 
steps  and  out  into  the  street  and  I could  see  clouds 
forming  and  I felt  a drop  of  rain  and  I hated  it  all. 


SHAVES  ANYWHERE— 
ANYTIME, 

NO  PLUG,  NO  CORD! 


UNIVERSAL 

Cordless 
Electric  Shaver 

Voted  “Most  wanted 
companion  on  a desert 
isle”.  . . the  new  Uni- 
versal Shaver  that 
doesn't  need  an  electric 
outlet ! Three  self-sharp- 
ening blades  revolve 
300  times  a second, 
shave  off  every  w hisker 
right  at  the  base.  No 
pull,  noscrape,  no  burn, 
just  a clean,  close  elec- 
tric shave  without 
clumsy  cords  or  outlet. 


• One  Year  Guarantee 

• Self-sharpening 

• Never  needs  oiling 

• Uses  ordinary 
penlight  batteries 

AT  YOUR  CAMPUS  SHOP  NOW! 


only  *1695 

with  leather  pouch 


I UNIVERSAL  | 


4509  COLLEGE  AVENUE 


bee  our  distinctive  selection 
of  fine  suits, 
now  attractively  priced. 


★ ★ 


* 


Featuring 

traditional  clothing  and 
haberdashery 
for  discriminating  men 
at  moderate  prices. 


★ ★ 


★ 


WA.  7-0421 


NOW!!! 


STUDENT  SUPPLY  STORE 
STUDENT  UNION 


CARRIES 

BOTANY 

BRANDS 

SWEATERS 
TIES 
SCARFS 
SPORT  SHIRTS 


Supplies  - Books  - Cosmetics  - Class  Rings 
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That  black  imbecile  noisily  ringeth! 

/ awaken.  What  news  can  it 
brineeth ? 

o 

How  can  a plastic  pygmy,  organized 
as  I am  not 

Rule  my  life  with  instantaneous 
com  munication? 

The  telephone  should  he  shot ! 

— charles  hinckley 


An  education  major  from  Balti- 
more, statuesque  Nan  Debuskey 
makes  obvious  the  reasoning  be- 
hind the  old  adage:  “One  picture 
is  worth  ten  thousand  words.” 
However,  these  black  and  white 
pages  need  a little  color,  so  pick 
up  your  brush  and  follow  along. 

Paint  soft  auburn  hair  and 
sparkling  blue  eyes;  add  color  to 
the  swift  natural  smile  with  a dash 
of  humor  in  it. 

Talent?  — that  too!  Add  the 
wings  of  Nike  sprouting  from  her 
heels;  our  girl  is  a dancer  who 
likes  all  that’s  modern. 

That’s  all  you  need  to  complete 
the  picture  of  our  Old  Line  Valen- 
tine. 

. . . now  who  has  a dime? 


THE  OLD  LINE  MAGAZINE  INVITES  ITS  READERS  TO 


Dispensing  Eyeglasses 
and  spectacles  to 
Alumni  and  Students 
Since  1898 

CONTACT  LENS  SERVICE 

Washington  — Bethesda 
7 Corners  Shopping  Center 

Customer  Parking 

Dl.  7-7976 


HOFFMAN  UPHOLSTERERS 

Victorian  chair  $18,  chaise  lounge  $12,  marble 
top  buffet  $25,  office  desk  $20,  record  cabinet 
$4,  love  seat  $20,  French  chair  $25,  maple  din- 
ing room  table  $30,  hideaway  bed  $40,  Hollywood 
bed  $23,  early  American  sofa  beds  $5,  vanity  & 
mirror  $10,  desk  $8,  wardrobe  $10,  occasional 
choir  $6,  French  sofo,  picture  frames  $1,  bed- 
room set  $68,  dining  room  set  $60,  kitchen  set 
$12,  2-piece  living  room  set  $40,  coffee  table  & 
2 end  tobies  $12,  floor  lamp  $6,  innerspring  mat- 
tress $10,  maple  buffet  $25,  rollaway  bed  $15, 
kitchen  table  $3,  box  spring  $12,  sofa  bed  $30, 
poster  bed  $15,  Lawson  sofa  $25,  bunk  bed  $28, 
folding  chairs  $1.50,  luggage  rocks  $1.75,  marble 
top  vanity  $15,  round  table  $7.50,  Hollywood 
bed  60x74  $28,  French  Provincial  bedroom  & din- 
ing room  pieces. 

We  do  upholstering:  sofa  & chair  $89,  slip 
covers  $48,  custom  made  draperies.  Easy  terms. 

2447  18th  St.,  N.W.,  CO.  5-5116 
Free  Porking  Open  'til  9 p.m. 


HANNES 
FORMAL  WEAR 

TUXEDO  RENTALS 

8229  Georgia  Avenue 
Silver  Spring,  Md. 

JU.  9-9595  and  9-0502 

"Across  From  Roth's  Theatre" 


| WIN  A FIN  j 

from 

LIMERICK  LAUGHTER 

A New  Monthly  Contest  Sponsored  and  Judged  by  the  OLD  LINE  Staff  on  Behalf  of  our  Back  Cover  Advertiser 

Put  a little  sunshine  in  your  life.  Put  some  cash  in  your  pocket.  Enter  the  monthy 
Old  Line  “Limerick  Laughter”  contest.  It’s  easy.  It’s  fun ! You  have  three  chances 
to  win  every  month  you  enter.  Here’s  how  the  contest  works : 

Each  month,  the  Old  Line  will  award  $5  for  the  best  limerick  submitted  with 
an  empty  L&M  cigarette  pack.  Another  $5  will  be  paid  for  the  best  limerick  submitted 
with  an  empty  Chesterfield  pack,  and  a third  $5  for  the  best  limerick  submitted  with 
an  empty  Oasis  pack.  Ten  (10)  honorary  mention  limerick  winners  each  month  will 
receive  Happy  Talk  game,  the  new  hilarious  word  game. 

Write  your  limerick  on  any  subject  you  choose.  Enter  as  often  as  you  wish,  but  be  sure 
to  accompany  each  limerick  with  an  empty  pack  of  L&M,  Chesterfield  or  Oasis 
cigarettes. 

This  contest  is  open  to  all  Maryland  students  and  faculty  members.  Entries  must  be 
mailed  or  delivered  to  the  Old  Line  office,  and  limericks  for  February 
must  be  received  by  February  28  Names  of  the  winners  will  be  published  in 

the  next  edition  of  the  Old  Line. 

So  enter  now  and  keep  entering  each  month.  The  samples  below  show  you  how  easy  it 
is  to  write  a winning  limerick. 


At  Maryland  the  coming  of  spring 
Is  not  marked  by  the  bird  on  the  wing 
But  by  each  Loehinvar 
Setting  forth  in  his  car 
Intent  on  a Washington  fling. 

O pity  the  plight  of  Farouk 

Once  a king  now  not  even  a duke 
But  he  still  gets  big  pleasure 
In  true  kingly  measure 
With  a Chesterfield  in  his  Chibouk. 


An  astronomy  student  named  Lars 
Discovered  while  studying  Mars 
With  an  L & M smoke 
He  could  always  evoke 
A great  deal  more  taste  and  it's  low  in  tars. 
A maiden  who’d  never  been  kissed 
Kept  wondering  what  she  had  missed 
'Til  she  smoked  an  Oasis 
And  just  on  that  basis 
She  settled  for  its  Menthol  Mist. 


pilti  m s 
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L & M is  Low  in  tar 
with  More  taste  to  it. 

Don’t  settle  for  one  without  the  other. 


CHESTERFIELD  KING 

Nothing  Satisfies  Like  the 
Big  Clean  Taste  of  Top  Tobacco 


MENTHOL-MILD  OASIS 

Delightfully  Different 
— a Refreshing  Change 


Current  Discussions  . . . 
ATOMIC  BEHAVIOR 

'Kxtufccn 

p)  & Supply 

Fred  k.  kramer  - Propriortor 

NUCLEAR  PHYSICS 
MODERN  ECONOMICS 

HARDWARE  ELECTRICAL 

PLUMBING 

GEO-POLITICS 

PAINTS  PURINA  FEEDS 

. . . over  a sandwich,  pizza  or  steak  accompanied  by  your 

SPORTING  GOODS 

favorite  beverage  and  traditionally-Maryland  environment 

TO.  9-6060 

ZAL'S  VARSITY  GRILL 

8204  Baltimore  Ave. 

One  Block  North  on  Route  1 
College  Park,  Md. 
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The  work  in  electronics  and  research  in  super- 
son  ics, 

Leaves  me  quite  as  baffled  as  can  be. 

But  the  study  of  the  sexes  is  a thing  that  really 
vexes, 

And  that’s  research  that  I enjoy,  you  see. 

I would  rather  have  the  habit  of  a spring-enjoy- 
ing rabbit 

Than  be  a great  instructor  or  a prof. 

And  I’d  take  no  great  remorse  in  some  social 
intercoursin’ 

Though  you  may  laugh  in  wonderment  or 

To  you  the  modern  student,  my  advice  is, 
“You  be  prudent!” 

And  take  a little  interest  in  the  arts. 

The  secret  I’m  divulgin’  is  for  you  to  start  in- 
dulgin’ 

And  break  a couple  dozen  female  hearts. 

— gene  klavan,  alumnus 


Paw,  look!  Junior  is  taking  an  interest  in  girls. 


Dad,  can  / use  the  dinosaur  tonight I 


$25 

EIGHT  TWENTY  THREE 
FIFTEENTH  STREET,  N W 


NA.  8-7169 


Dinner  and  an  evening  of  music 
in  European  Atmosphere 
Imported  & Domestic  Beverages 


Free  Parking 
6:00  P.M.  to  Closing 
1419  EYE  STREET,  N.W. 


No.  Minimum 

No  Cover  No  Admission 


DEL  HAVEN 

WHITE  HOUSE 

MOTEL 

10260  Baltimore  Avenue,  College  Park  Maryland 

(2’/j  miles  north  of  university) 

50  Modern  Brick  Units  — Restaurant 
Tile  Bath  — T.V.  — Air-Conditioned 

WEbster  5-4852  or  5-6291 


TOWN  HALL  TAVERN  <tau  hau  rho> 

“Where  friends  meet" 

PIZZA  BAKED  IN 
BRICK  OVEN 

V2  Price  Tuesday 

LARGE  CIRCULAR  BAR 

Ample  Parking 

Come  See  New  Frat  & Sorority  Paintings 


No.  1 DEAL! 

LUSTINE 


NICHOLSON 
Open  All  Day  Every  Day 


5600  & 5710  Baltimore  Ave.  U.S.  Route  1 Hyattsville,  Md. 


A HAMBURGER 
A LUNCHEON 
A DINNER  OR  BANQUET 

They're  All  Served  at  the  . . . 


<Lt)omino  li^estaurant 


Next  to  Plant  Industry  Station 


10280  BALTIMORE  BOULEVARD 
WE.  5-5400  College  Pork,  Maryland 


L G Q>aljW  CO. 

your  Balfour  man 

HERB  BROWN 

406  WEST  SARATOGA  STREET 
BALTIMORE,  MD.  LE.  9-4066 

Fraternity  and  Sorority 

JEWELRY 


Favors  Trophies  ☆ Mugs 
Stationery  W Knitwear 
Fraternity  and  Sorority  Badges 
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MIRROR  ON  THE  MALL 


Letter  To  The  Editor: 

Dear  Editor: 

Maybe  I'm  kicking  a dead  duck, 
but  isn’t  the  issue  still  with  us? 
Isn’t  Maryland  student  reaction 
to  ANYTHING  similar  to  what 
Coach  Mont  experienced?  What  is 
it  that  lulls  8,000  plus  virile  (?) 
young  minds  into  complacency 
that  ignores  their  right  to  freedom 
of  expression?  Do  they  fear  cen- 
sure under  a Uniform  Code  of 
Malicious  Injustice  (apologies  to 
the  Defense  Department’s  UCMJ) 
for  showing  their  appreciation  to 
a great  guy? 

Six  hundred  North  Carolina 
State  students  saw  fit  to  recognize 
their  popular  (though  losing,  4 
seasons  to  1)  coach,  Earle  Edwards, 
at  about  the  same  time  Mont  was 
getting  the  gate.  And  the  gate 
swung  hard,  and  just  in  time  for  a 
“merry”  Christmas! 

A few  of  the  apparently  much- 
overworked  student  leaders  recog- 
nize the  problem.  Some  of  the  few 
“Backtalk”  letters  which  make  the 
lonesome  journey  to  the  Diamond- 
back  office  have  discussed  it.  But 
already-burdened  leaders  are  pow- 
erless without  a group  that  they 
can  lead. 

Did  the  intrepid  editor  of  the 
Diamondback  receive  any  cheers 
when  he  recently  won  an  uphill 
battle  for  removal  of  embryo  cen- 
sorship of  publications? 

Three  thousand  of  the  4,000- 
member  student  body  at  the  EJni- 
versity  of  Virginia  demonstrated  in 
November  against  limitation  of 
publications  content  and  against 
auto  parking  problems.  Club-wield- 


ing police  with  tear  gas  were  neces- 
sary to  curb  their  “enthusiasm.” 

I don’t  advocate  such  violent  re- 
action, but  something  on  a smaller 
and  milder  scale  might  prove  stim- 
ulating. Responsible  daily  news- 
papers (the  Washington  Evening 
Star  and  the  Baltimore  Sun)  re- 
ported Blitz’  “loyalty  gag”  fight 
and  the  Virginia  story  with  objec- 
tivity and  understanding,  as  items 
of  obvious  interest  to  area  resi- 
dents. 

Perhaps  more  specific  a problem 
to  you  right  now  is  the  failure  of 
campus  minds  to  respond  to  ap- 
peals for  contributions  (stories, 
features,  art,  photos,  ideas,  and 
typists,  I think  you’ve  said,  which 
just  about  covers  the  field) . After 
all,  an  editor  should  have  some- 
thing to  edit,  not  write  it  all  him- 
self.' 

I happen  to  know  that  you’ve 
had  to  accept  and  print  what  pro- 
fessional editors  might  call  “least 
worst”  material  to  the  tune  of  six 
out  of  the  eight  offered  outside 
the  staff  for  the  last  two  issues. 

Maybe  this  information  will  in- 
spire some  to  whet  their  brains 
and  contribute  to  the  parody  and 
commencement  issues? 

I hope  so  — so  that  you’ll  begin 
getting  home  a few  nights  a week 
in  time  for  dinner,  or  to  get  some 
sleep,  or  sit  with  our  children  so  I 
can  have  the  car  and  shop  for  your 
next  meal. 

OR  JUST  VISIT  ME  SOME- 
TIME! 

Sincerely, 

Your  Valentine 


"Poor  Duck!" 
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I crept  upstairs,  my  shoes  in  hand, 
Just  as  the  night  took  wing  — 
And  I saw  my  wife,  four  steps 
above, 

Doing  the  same  darned  thing. 


“•  • . atid  here’s  the  rub , Fenchley;  there  weren’t  any 
correct  answers!” 


He:  We’ll  build  a little  house 
(we  don’t  even  need  doors  or  win- 
dows) away  out  in  the  country 
and  love  each  other  all  our  lives.” 
She:  ‘‘Hut  darling,  if  we  don’t 
have  doors  or  windows,  what  shall 
we  do  for  a little  sun  and  air.” 

* * * 


Papa  Robin:  ‘‘How  did  that 

speckled  egg  get  in  our  nest?” 
Mama  Robin:  “I  did  it  for  a 
lark.” 


“ Naw , no  stag  party.  We’re  choosing  a new  housemother.” 


* 


* 


Stern  father  (sarcastically)  : “Say, 
young  man,  it’s  past  midnight.  Do 
you  think  you  can  stay  with  my 
daughter  all  night?” 

Willard:  “Gosh,  I reckon  so,  sir, 
but  I’ll  have  to  telephone  Mother 
first.” 


* * 


* 


How  can  the  bride  tell  who  is 
the  best  man  when  only  one  goes 
on  the  honeymoon? 

* * * 


“Darling,”  he  cried  in  tender  tones, 
"I  never  loved  but  thee!” 

“Then  we  must  part,”  the  maiden 
said, 

“No  amateurs  for  me.” 


* 


* 


Johnny  (six  years  old)  : “Daddy, 
the  little  girl  across  the  street  and 
I are  going  to  be  married.” 

Daddy:  “That’s  quite  a step  to 
take  son.  What  are  you  going  to 
use  for  money?” 

Johnny:  “Her  Daddy  built  her  a 
play  house.  We  can  live  in  that.” 
Daddy:  “Well,  that’s  taking  care 
of  the  housing  problem,  but  what 
about  children?  Have  you  thought 
about  that?” 

Johnny:  “Yes,  we’ve  talked  it 
over.  If  she  lays  any  eggs,  I'm 
going  to  step  on  ’em.” 


* 


+ + 
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A Date  for  Marion 


by  Richard  Oldworth 


Marion  sat  by  the  window  bit- 
ing her  ragged  fingernails  and 
looking  out  at  the  early  winter  eve- 
ning. It  was  going  to  snow.  Below, 
coming  towards  the  dormitory,  the 
figures  of  overcoated  couples  passed 
by,  hurrying  out  for  the  evening. 

She  laughed  at  an  awkward  try 
to  hold  hands.  Not  wasting  any 
time,  she  thought,  biting  another 
nail.  The  girl  took  his  hand,  the 
coats  touched,  the  eyes  met  and 


the  doorway.  She  was  wearing  a 
blue  crinoline,  her  nyloned  legs 
cut  off  by  the  wisp  of  petticoats. 
Attractive,  but  too  young  for  her 
twenty  years.  Her  short,  pixie  cut 
blond  hair  disorganized  properly, 
and  a shiny  spot  on  the  pert  nose. 

“I  don’t  feel  like  going,”  Marion 
announced  with  her  usual  lack  of 
luster. 

Jackie  shifted  her  hands  from 
hips  to  doorway,  colored  slightly, 


walk,  looked  up  at  the  black  sky. 
The  boy  held  his  hand  out,  catch- 
ing a tiny  flake.  They  stood  for  a 
moment,  close,  watching  it  melt  in 
his  hand. 

She  turned  once  more  from  the 
window,  and  looked  down  at  her 
quilted  housecoat.  A figure  not  so 
petite  in  crinolines.  Feet  and  an- 
kles thick.  She  ran  her  hands 
through  her  coarse,  black  hair  and 
looked  into  the  mirror,  touching 


Hallmark  of  the  mature . . . where  had  it  gone ? 


they  turned  the  corner,  out  of 
sight. 

She  eyed  her  shapeless  nails, 
sighed  and  stretched.  The  desk 
chair  creaked  under  the  shifted 
weight. 

“Marion,  come  on,  you’re  going 
to  be  late.  They’ll  be  here  in  ten 
minutes  . . . for  God’s  sake,  you 
haven’t  even  started.” 

Marion  turned  and  looked  at 
her  roommate,  hands  on  hips  in 


recovered  quickly,  and  spread  her 
high-heeled  feet.  “Now  please,  let’s 
not  start  that  again,”  she  spoke 
softly,  “Get  yourself  ready.”  The 
skirt  billowed  as  she  turned  and 
Marion  heard  the  heels  click  into 
the  room  next  door. 

Marion  smiled,  sighed,  and 
looked  out  of  the  window  once 
more.  A light  snow  had  begun  to 
fall.  Her  breath  frosted  the  square 
pane.  A couple  paused  on  the 


her  nose.  Not  so  pert. 

How  ridiculous  it  all  is.  How 
unimportant,  really.  But  here  it 
was.  She  had  fallen.  In  a mood  a 
week,  two  weeks  ago,  the  confes- 
sion broke.  Strength  and  self  de- 
pendence, the  hallmark  of  the  ma- 
ture. Where  did  it  go?  Why  had 
it  not  returned? 

Jackie  had  returned  from  a 
weekend  of  skiing  with  Bill.  Re- 
turned with  the  glow,  the  vivacity. 
Marion  had  watched  her  come  in. 
Watched  the  kiss,  the  fleeting  pas- 
sion, the  facile  departure.  The 
scene  was  an  impression  not  easily 
put  off  by  the  watcher  from  the 
second  floor. 

Marion  thought  of  the  creatures 
whose  plight  was  hers.  She  usually 
laughed  at  them  when  they  burst 
into  the  tears  and  tirades. 

“Marion,  please  get  ready.  You 
need  this.  Lord  knows  you  need 
this.” 

Marion  looked  at  the  girl  in  the 
doorway.  The  shiny  nose  had  been 
powdered,  and  the  soft  grey  eyes 
were  warm  and  understanding. 

She  glanced  toward  the  window. 
The  snow  was  falling  faster  and 
a thin  white  sheet,  like  lightly 
sprinkled  flour,  spread  on  the  cold 
earth.  A couple  embraced,  obliv- 
ious. She  closed  her  eyes,  tightly, 
turned  and  stared  at  the  plain, 
black  sheath,  carefully  spread  on 
the  bed.  No  wrinkles.  She  sighed, 
bit  her  lip,  looked  at  Jackie. 

“All  right.  Give  me  five  min- 
u tes.’’ 


“I  don’t  care  who’s  impressed.  / don’t  want  his  pin!” 
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Why  diversification  makes  a better  all-around  man 


Diversification  of  effort  makes  for  versatility — and  ver- 
satility pays  off  in  business  as  well  as  on  the  athletic 
field.  We’ve  found  that  to  be  especially  true  here  at  Koppers. 

Koppers  is  a widely  diversified  company — actively  en- 
gaged in  the  research  and  production  of  a wide  range  of  re- 
lated and  seemingly  unrelated  products,  such  as  remarkable 
new  plastics,  jet-engine  sound  control,  wood  preservatives, 
steel  mill  processes,  dyestuffs,  electrostatic  precipitators,  coal 
tar  chemicals,  anti-oxidants  and  innumerable  others. 

Because  we  are  diversified,  our  work  is  interesting.  Through 
a system  of  lateral  movement,  our  engineers  and  manage- 
ment personnel  are  given  the  opportunity  to  learn  many  of 
the  diverse  operations  at  Koppers.  The  result?  Versatility. 

While  you  are  moving  laterally  at  Koppers,  you  are  also 
moving  up.  Your  responsibilities  are  increased.  Your  ability 
is  evaluated  and  re-evaluated.  And  you  are  compensated 
accordingly. 

You  don’t  have  to  be  with  Koppers  for  20  years  before  you 


get  somewhere.  If  you  have  ability,  ideas,  spark — you’ll  move 
ahead,  regardless  of  seniority  or  tenure. 

At  Koppers,  you’ll  stand  on  your  own  two  feet.  You’ll  get 
responsibility,  but  you'll  also  have  free  rein  to  do  the  job  the 
way  you  think  it  should  be  done.  No  one  will  get  in  your  way. 

Koppers  is  a well-established  company — a leader  in  many 
fields.  Yet,  it’s  a forward-looking  company,  a young  man’s 
company.  Perhaps,  your  company. 

Why  not  find  out?  Write  to  the  Manager  of  Manpower 
Planning,  Koppers  Company,  Inc.,  Pittsburgh  19,  Pennsyl- 
vania. Or,  see  your  College  Placement  Director  and  arrange 
an  appointment  with  a Koppers  representative  for  the  next 
recruiting  visit. 


KOPPERS 


"I'm  game,  ► 
Big  Daddy. 

Where  can  I 
get  mine?" 


< ” WHY  BUM 
AROUND  THE 
COUNTRY 
LOOKING  FOR 


when  we#ve  got 

LOKO 


right  here 


T' 


Your 

JDUD©  PARODY 

returns  to  the  Maryland  scene 
APRIL  1 


They  §nld  it  oouteWfc 
b®  done... 

They  said  nobody 
could  do  it-., 
but — 


! i‘  M is  kindest  to  your  taste  because  L*M  combines  the 
two  essentials  of  modern  smoking,”  says  TV’s  Jack  Lescoulie. 

LOW  TAR:L*M’s  patented  filtering  process  adds  extra  filter  fibers  electro- 
statically, crosswise  to  the  stream  of  smoke . . . makes  LfM  truly  low  in  tar. 

MORE  TASTE:  L*M’s  rich  mixture  of  slow-burning  tobaccos  brings  you 
more  exciting  taste  than  any  other  cigarette. 

LIVE  MODERN -CHANGE  TO  MODERN  IfM 

READ  ALL  ABOUT  BIG  LIMERICK  CONTEST.  SEE  PAGE  10. 


HAS  Via  AT  MARYLAND  U.  GONE  UNDERGROUND? 


"INSIDE" 
REPORT  DIRECT 
FROM  ROVING 
COLLEGE  PARK 
REPORTER 


ROTT  CEE 
MANUSCRIPT 
DISCOVERED 


This  chair  for  hire! 


For  best  results,  wait  until  the 
wretched  soul  begins  to  doze  — 
then,  quick  like  a bunny,  sneak  up 
behind,  snap  on  the  accessories, 
and  wheel  him  to  the  nearest  elec- 
trical outlet. 


Are  you  plagued  by  the  65-and- 
over  problem?  Do  ancient  carcasses 
clutter  your  home’s  activity  areas 
(bar,  couch,  etc.)  ? Is  the  activity 
of  your  virile,  powerful,  gorgeous, 
young  body  (mmmmm-wahl)  ham- 
pered by  keying  down  to  the  needs 
and  desires  of  a senior  citizen? 

DON’T  LET  THEM  DO  THIS 
TO  YOU! 

They’re  a millstone  around  your 
neck,  useless,  a burden  to  us  all! 
(unless  they  control  a sizeable  in- 
heritance, of  course)  Don’t  you 
yearn  to  yield  to  the  whim  to  wash 
your  hands  of  the  whole  hamhocks 
and  homily  of  it  all?  Okay  — RID 
YOURSELF  OF  THEM!  Shake 
off  the  shackles  of  old  geezers  cut- 
ting you  out  of  your  deserved  fun. 
Run  right  down  to  your  corner 
drugstore  and  phone  us  — NOW! 
(For  this  little  call,  we  suggest  you 
don’t  use  your  own  phone,  or  even 
your  right  name  — we’ll  both  stay 
in  business  longer)  Quick,  pain- 
less, sure,  humane  — the  right  an- 
swer to  your  problem! 


li^emember 


YOU  CAN  BE 


suRE  ..F.T5STVestin0  louse 


If  you’re  65  or  over,  don’t  get  sore. 
We’re  just  kidding  (hah,  heh) . We 
had  to  do  something  — Teddy 
McK.  just  murdered  our  business 
with  his  lack  of  guts  for  capital 
croaking.  Fidel  wouldn’t  have  him 


for  a Pfc!  BUT,  if  you’re  still 
sore,  why  let  the  young  lions  get 
the  best  of  you?  Try  our  new,  im- 
proved BABY  BOTTLE  SUPER- 
CHARGER! 


ENGINEERING  TALENT  WINS  QUICK  RECOGNITION 
IN  THE  PUBLIC  UTILITY  FIELD 


few  months  hence,  with  campus  memories  still 
fresh,  a number  of  engineering  graduates  will  launch 
upon  their  professional  careers  at  Baltimore  Gas  and 
Electric  Company.  They  will  be  headed  for  a success- 
ful, satisfying,  well-paying  future  in  one  of  the  fast 
growing  and  most  stable  fields  in  the  country  today  . . . 
the  electric  and  gas  utility  business. 

Will  you  be  one  of  them?  Here  are  some  of  the  at- 
tractive features  this  business  offers  YOU: 

A place  where  you  can  apply  the  knowledge  and 
training  you  acquired  at  college,  at  a starting 
salary  in  line  with  industrial  standards. 

Many  specialized  branches  of  engineering  opera- 
tions, providing  a choice  for  you  to  engage  in 
work  to  suit  your  personal  preference  and  to  de- 
velop your  capabilities  to  best  advantage. 

The  benefit  of  well-planned  and  proved  on-the- 
job  training  programs,  where  you  will  work 
with  engineers  of  long  experience  to  gain  a quick 
start  on  the  way  to  advancement. 

Full  range  for  the  exercise  of  creative  talent;  an 
established  policy  of  promotions  from  within; 
ample  opportunities  to  achieve  a position  of 
supervisory  and  administrative  rank. 

An  Educational  Assistance  Plan  that  enables  you 
to  pursue  advanced  studies,  fully  financed  and 
with  refund  of  tuition  and  fees  to  those  who 
complete  approved  courses. 

The  prestige  of  being  identified  with  an  organi- 
zation that  represents  business  leadership  in  every 
community  it  serves.  Plus  all  of  the  job  benefits 
that  relate  to  vacations,  sickness,  hospitalization, 
group  life  insurance,  social  activities,  retirement, 
and  others. 

Our  Company  is  planning,  building,  for  the  years 
ahead.  Ground  has  just  been  broken  for  a new  steam- 
electric  generating  station  that  will  embody  the  most 
advanced  concepts  in  power  production.  Our  engi- 
neers will  be  at  the  forefront  in  a growth  program 
that  will  require  expenditures  of  about  $270,000,000 
for  new  construction  in  the  next  five  years. 

Men  who  recognize  the  career  opportunity  in  this 
pattern  of  expansion  are  invited  to  get  in  touch  with 
us  now.  Telephone,  write,  or  visit  our  Personnel  De- 
partment, 1507  Lexington  Building,  Baltimore  3,  Md. 


BALTIMORE  GAS  AND  ELECTRIC  COMPANY 


AMERICA’S  PADDED  CELL  MAGAZINE 


Meet  BDOC!  Or  maybe  you  have  already.  He 
is  a good  student.  He  plans  to  be  a teacher, 
spends  considerable  time  surveying  problems 
on  campus.  Being  in  training  for  that  profes- 
sion, however,  he’s  learned  not  to  buck  the 
tide.  Read  how  a cadaver  controls  his  extra- 
curricular time,  making  his  uselessness  a com- 
plete success.  Does  he  deserve  more ? For  a 
fascinating  picture  story  about  his  social, 
school,  professional  life,  see  page  10. 
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C H E A T A H 


Are  YOU  looking  for  something  distinctive? 
The  car  that  only  the  chosen  few  own  can  be 
YOURS! 

Presenting  The  Cheatah  — Mark  SOS  Sedan, 
companion  motorcar  to  the  Jaguar. 


Ageless  in  looks,  performance  and  comfort. 
Cheatah  is  preferred  by  discriminating  people 
who  care  enough  to  drive  the  very  best.  The 
Cheatah  can  never  be  mass  produced.  Why 
should  it  be?  We  couldn’t  sell  them  — 

The  Cheatah  is  cozy,  roomy  and  economical. 
Both  front  and  back  seats  fully  equipped.  Room 
to  play  house  in.  No  need  to  scramble  over 
the  tailgate.  What  tailgate? 


There's  always  a wonderful  open-air  feeling 
in  the  Cheatah.  You’re  never  hemmed  in.  Noth- 
ing to  get  in  your  way. 

The  Cheatah:  hard  to  drive  with  one  hand, 
hard  to  park  with  two.  Top  speed  equals  Marilyn 
Monroe’s  on  a tricycle  . . . but  what  a jewel! 

Come  in  and  see  the  Cheatah  today  ...  to- 
morrow may  be  too  late! 


MARK  SOS  SEDAN 


Ionian 


Waters  Jtl 


Security  is  our  motto 
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THE  ROTT  CEE 

Iflfjcinuscript 

^t)idcoverty 


The  unearthing  last  month  of 
the  Rott  Cee  manuscript,  long 
thought  to  be  destroyed,  has  shed 
new  light  on  the  origin  of  an  in- 
stitution heretofore  cloaked  in  the 
thick  veil  of  history. 

The  yellowed  scroll,  circa  123 
B.C.,  was  found  wrapped  in  foul 
blue  skin,  in  the  wine  cellar  of  a 
Trappist  Monastery.  Written  in  the 
Oriental  Pershink  Gunn  dialect, 
an  obscure  and  ambiguous  tongue, 
the  manuscript  was  discovered  and 
deciphered  by  a team  of  loquacious 
Lithuanian  linguists.  Here  Loko  is 
privileged  to  bring  to  its  readers 
the  only  English  translation  of  that 
profound  work. 

From  all  indications,  the  inci- 
dents related  in  the  manuscript 
were  passed  down  through  the  ages 
by  word  of  mouth  until  the  scholar 
Rott  Cee,  (183-52  B.C.)  laboring 
for  thirty  years  in  a Mongolian 
Monastery,  (at  which  time  he  was 
retired  on  full  pay)  set  down  the 
ancient  rite.  The  tale  begins: 

“In  the  year  634  B.C.  in  the  low- 
er Mar  Chon  valley,  China,  there 
lived  a family  of  the  tribe  of  Gui- 
Dong.  A large  group  was  the  clan 
of  old  Gui-Dong,  with  nine  off- 
spring and  one  old  father  and  one 
old  mother.  It  was  a poor  but 
honorable  family. 


Each  morning,  the  four  sons  of 
the  old  man  named  Wan  (nick- 
named Hupp)  Tu,  Tre,  and  Fou 
would  go  into  the  fields  and  weed 
the  rice.  His  five  daughters  would 
sit  all  in  a row,  flanking  the  fire, 
sewing  round  cloth  patches,  mak- 
ing black  sandals,  and  generally 
helping  the  aged  mother  Gui- 
Dong.  They  were  a happy,  poor, 
humble,  and  wet  group. 

However,  they  differed  from  the 
other  rice  raisers  in  the  lower  Mar 
Chon  valley.  As  long  as  any  of 
the  family  could  recall,  there  had 
lived  in  their  rice  paddy  the  Kadit 
Bird.  (The  translation  of  Kadit  is 
faulty  as  there  is  nothing  in  mod- 
ern civilization  that  exactly  par- 
allels the  Pershink  Gunn.) 

It  was  a large  bird  of  a dull 
blue  hue  with  two  left  feet. 
Through  the  long  centuries  of  pad- 
dy life,  the  ability  to  fly  had  been 
lost,  and  as  years  passed  its  wings 


flapped  more  uselessly  by  its  side. 
Its  nourishment  consisted  of  Mac- 
kee  Food  and  the  Kendigg  Kernels 
that  lay,  in  the  main,  on  the  plain 
bordering  Gui-Dong’s  rice  paddy. 

Its  hair  would  grow  long,  and 
every  spring  the  prudent  family 
would  shear  its  long  blue  coat.  The 
female  Gui-Dongs  would  gather 
the  hair  and  sew  pants,  coats,  dress- 
es, hats  and  even  belts  from  the 
coarse  fiber. 

One  spring  the  Kadit  Bird  was 
distempered  by  a sour  crop  of  Ken- 
digg Kernels,  and  early  one  morn- 
ing, the  Gui-Dong  family  awoke  to 
find  their  pet  had  flown  the  paddy. 
The  group  was  dismayed  to  see  a 
division  of  their  ranks,  for  they  all 
loved  the  bird,  even  though  it  had 
a disagreeable  voice,  and  was  often 
out  of  step  with  the  Gui-Dongs. 

It  was  of  high  priority  to  the 
peace  and  order  of  the  family  that 
(see  “Manuscript,”  page  18) 
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Use  GOAT  GOOK  HAIR 
GREASE,  Sammy. 


Heather  MacTruck,  pro- 
fessional woman,  says: 
When  dancing  barefoot 
through  hair,  it  numbs  our 
toes  and  makes  us  girls  go 
wild! 


WHAT  THEY  ARE  SAYING 


ffBut 

Delilah, 

I look 
Lousy  in 
a crewcut 


“Yes,  yes,  Oedipus,  but  she’s  old  enough  to  be  your  mother.” 

“Don’t  you  go  out  with  that  Freud  boy  any  more,  Gertrude,  he  has 
a filthy  mind.” 

“Okay,  so  it’s  poetry  T.S.,  but  what  does  it  all  mean?” 

“Watch  it  Venus,  that’s  a good  way  to  lose  an  arm.” 

“Joshua,  will  you  put  down  that  blasted  trumpet  and  fight  like  the 
rest  of  us.” 

“Hey  Dante,  what  in  the  hell  are  you  writing  about  now?” 

“f  don’t  care  what  your  wife  thinks,  Will,  I say  your  play  stinks.” 
“Good  Friday  or  not,  Abe,  it’s  a terrific  play  and  I want  to  see  it.” 
“Hey  Eve,  who’s  your  horny  looking  friend?” 

“Put  your  hand  in  your  own  coat,  Nappy.” 
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Don’t  lose  your  ghoulish  figure. 

Drink  PROFILE  BLOOD 


LETTERS 

TO 

THE  EDITOR 

Dear  Old  Line: 

I am  sorely  disappointed  in  you. 

I understand  that  you  originally 
entitled  your  magazine  Stud.  Now 
I am  informed  that  you  have  yield- 
ed to  small-minded  pressure  groups 
and  changed  the  name  of  your 
publication.  I would  like  to  state 
that  the  word  Stud  denotes  a high- 
ly honorable  and  selective  profes- 
sion. The  fact  that  you  have  not 
the  fortitude  and  courage  to  stick 
by  your  convictions  causes  me  to 
cancel  my  subscription. 

Disgustedly  yours, 

Sea  Biscuit 

Dear  Old  Line: 

1 understand  that  you  are  plan- 
ning to  boycott  nude  pictures  in 
your  magazine  because  of  the  sup- 
posedly detrimental  effect  that  this 
type  of  picture  has  upon  our 
youth.  This  fact  has  been  set  forth 
in  one  PTA  meeting  after  another. 
I would  like  to  inform  you  that 
there  is  nothing  more  wholesome 


and  stimulating  than  a nude  wom- 
an. To  back  me  up  you  might  get 
the  opinions  of  a few  hundred  fa- 
thers who  have  seen  me  in  action. 
Nakedly, 

Tempest  Teapot 

Damn  Old  Line: 

I knew  that  someone  would  put 
out  a magazine  like  yours.  You 
are  personally  responsible  for  en- 
couraging the  downfall  of  clean- 
cut,  chaste  American  college  girls. 
Over  the  past  thirty  years  I have 
seen  your  kind  ruin  the  lives  of 
thousands  of  poor  young  things. 
Sirs,  you  should  be  apprehended 
by  viture  of  moral  law. 

Sincerely  yours, 

Polly  Adler 

Dear  Old  Line: 

Your  magazine  is  better  than 
Pravda. 

Sincerely, 

Nicolai  Bulganin 

Dear  OKI  Line: 

Even  though  your  magazine 
hasn’t  come  out  yet,  it  stinks! 

Madame  Swami,  Ball  Gazer 


Address  letters  to  the  Editor  of  LOKO, 
3rd  Stall,  Library  Lavatory,  Collegiate 
Path,  Mall  Street.  No  intelligent  letters 
will  be  accepted  for  publication. 


OLD  LINE  QUALITY 
STANDS  UP! 

(This  blank  offered  as  a public  serv- 
ice to  faculty  and  administration 
employees:  WHEN  THE  BUDGET'S 
UPSET  — DON'T  ADD  TO  THE 
UPSET  — AVOID  THAT  SNITCH- 
ING URGE  AND  PAY  YOUR  WAY!) 


Street  or  box  no. 


(4-1-59) 


fn  $1  ...  6 copies  rn$2  ...  12  copies  [H$2.75  ...  18  copies 

Clip  and  mail  to  OLD  LINE,  Rm.  207,  Journalism  Bldg. 


Mail  to 


LOKO 

FICTION 

AWARDS 


This  year's  crop  reveals  some  of  best  works  since  Bemad  Shaw’s  treatment  of  the  trials  of  a girl 
editor  ( upper  right) . 


FICTION 


DR.  ZHIVAGO,  Pasternak  — Describes  how  a dog  got 
a Ph.D.  under  new  educational  methods  in  U.S.S.R. 
Should  be  read  by  all  American  dogs. 

LOLITA, Nabakov  — Written  by  a Cornell  faculty  mem- 
ber. Gives  insight  into  the  secret  thoughts  of  college 
instructors.  (Next  time  you  get  a “quickie  quiz”  you 
will  realize  that  your  professor  probably  has  some  in- 
tracacy  of  plot  in  his  new  novel  to  work  out  during 
class  time.)  The  author  is  expected  to  quit  teaching 
to  devote  his  full  attention  to  pornography. 

EXODUS,  Uris  — Takes  place  on  Maryland  campus 
Friday  afternoon. 

FROM  THE  TERRACE,  O’Hara  — The  University 
scene  as  viewed  by  Mrs.  Elkins. 


THE  UGLY  AMERICAN  Lederer,  Burdick  - As  the 
president  of  APO  said:  “There  is  no  connotation  in 
the  word  ugly,  this  is  strictly  a popularity  contest.” 

AROUND  THE  WORLD  WITH  AUNTIE  MAME, Dennis 
First  woman  to  fly  around  the  "world  without  an  air- 
plane. 

LADY  L,  GARY  _ About  the  only  horse  to  win  the 
Kentucky  Derby  three  times  (under  assumed  names)  . 

MRS.  ’ARRIS  GOES  TO  PARIS,  Gallico  — How  she  got 
the  H knocked  out  of  her. 

WOMEN  AND  THOMAS  HARROW,  Marquand  — The 
rollicking  story  of  a sorority  house  busboy. 

MRS.  BRIDGE,  Connell  — Connects  Eastern  Shore 
with  civilization.  Toll  rather  high. 


NON-FICTION 


ONLY  IN  AMERICA,  Marx  — Wholesome,  whole- 
some. Compared  with  this  book  the  House  Un-Amer- 
ican Activities  Committee  is  a bunch  of  bomb-throwr- 
ing  anarchists. 

TWIXT  TWELVE  AND  TWENTY,  Boone  - Rock  and 
roll  singer  sets  ideal  number  of  children  for  the  mod- 
ern family. 

NAUTILUS  90  NORTH,  Anderson  — A voyage  among 
the  whale,  seal,  polar  bear,  walrus,  sea  otter,  muskox, 
blue  nose  mermaids,  and  other  living  things  of  the 
polar  seas.  Described  in  much  the  same  way  an  as 
olive  told  about  a cocktail  party  as  seen  from  under 
the  ice  cubes  in  the  recent  book,  Martini  90  Proof. 

THE  COMING  OF  THE  NEW  DEAL,  Schlesinger- Don’t 
be  fooled  by  the  title.  This  is  not  a manual  for  pok- 
er players.  Sure  to  appear  on  some  instructor’s  sug- 
gested reading  list  for  History  6. 


WEDEMEYER  REPORTS!-  Straight  A’s  for  the  au- 
thor, mostly  F’s  for  everyone  else. 

THE  MEMOIRS  OF  FIELD-MARSHAL  MONTGOMERY 

Loving  recollections  of  his  associates  by  the  saintly 
founder  of  Montgomery  County. 

AKU-AKU,  Heyerdahl  — Story  of  the  head  cold  the 
author  caught  on  Kon-Tiki. 

BAA  BAA  BLACK  SHEEP,  Boyington  — Required 
reading  for  Whiffenpoofs. 

THE  PROUD  POSSESSORS  Saarinen  - What  a four- 
point  average  can  do  to  you. 

MINE  ENEMY  GROWS  OLDER,  King  — A study  of 
premature  senility  among  professors. 

NEW  TESTAMENT  IN  MODERN  ENGLISH  - Recom- 
mended for  readers  of  Expression. 

READ  A BOOK  THIS  WEEK 
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from  the  recipe  book  of 

J.  FARNSWORTH  BARBEE,  II 


Sprinkle  over  three  large  toadstools  one  package  orange  I 
gelatin.  Make  paste  of  ground  soap  stone,  add  crushed  i 
sachet  bag,  and  one  octopus  lip.  Nail  mixture  to  wall  and  I 
beat  with  fist.  Remove  and  chill  in  sink  until  rigid.  I 
Flagellate  with  fist  again  until  limp.  Sprinkle  with  old  1 
banana  powder  and  throw  against  sink.  Scrape  off  with  j 
putty  knife.  Garnish  with  grape  seeds  and  serve  in  deep  . 
bowl.  | 


MANDRAKE  DUMPLINGS 


MILTON 

on  Life  Savers: 


“Sweet  is 
the  breath” 


from  Paradise  Lost,  The  Beautiful  World,  line  1 


Still  only  5{ 


New  York  is 
Wonderful 


Especially 
when  you  live 
at  the 

BARBIZON 

For  Women 


Make  the  most  of  your  stay  in  New  York  City, 
whether  you’re  working  or  going  to  school.  At  The 
Barbizon,  you’ll  meet  the  nicest  people  — young 
career  women,  many  of  them  your  own  classmates, 
more  than  likely.  And  you’ll  enjoy  a radio  in  every 
room,  TV  if  you  like,  solarium,  library,  music  stu- 
dios—even  a swimming  pool!  Plan  to  make  wonder- 
ful New  York  more  so,  at  The  Barbizon. 


I Stun  a younger  heifer  and  fold  twice,  (remove  ears)  . | 

j Place  in  745  F.  oven  for  ninety-six  hours.  Take  out  of 
oven  and  flail  with  broom.  Replace  in  hot  oven,  but  do 
I not  light  gas  for  at  least  three  minutes.  After  explosion,  , 

| withdraw  from  oven  and  beat  again  with  broom.  Put  I 

I back  and  heat  to  1.300F.  Open  oven  and  prod  with  ice  > 

pick.  Remove,  hit  with  hammer,  trim  with  olive  pits  ' 
| and  serve  in  pot.  j 


On  the  Smart  East  Side... New  York's  Most  Exclu- 
sive Hotel  for  Young  Women.  Daily  from  $4.50 
Weekly  rates  on  request 


Lexington  Ave.  of  63rd  St.,  N.Y.C.  • Write  for  Booklet  B 
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Abe  Von't  Squeal 


Dr.  Abraham  Francois  Kelly  is 
a recognized  authority  on  under- 
graduate life  and  problems.  In  this 
column  he  will  answer  questions 
from  students. 

Dear  Abe, 

Chemistry  gives  me  a headache. 
What  can  I do? 

Signed, 

Lolita  Mendeleiv 
Dear  Nymph, 

Try  acetylsalicylic  acid,  prefer- 
ably buffered  with  Dialminate  AT- 
7,  Hexachlorophene,  ‘H’,  or  Smir- 
noff’s. If  headache  persists,  stop 
inhaling  during  the  lab  periods.  If 
this  does  not  bring  relief,  quit 
school  and  get  married. 

Dear  Abe, 

I am  taking  Math  O for  the  sec- 
ond time  and  I still  can’t  under- 
stand how  to  solve  linear  equa- 
tions. Can  you  help  me? 

Signed, 

Giuseppe  Binomi 

Dear  Cube, 

Certainly.  You  can  solve  linear 
differential  equations  of  the  form 
[yP  (x)  -q  (x)  ] dx+dy=o  by  us- 
ing the  simple  formula: 
ye  [P  (X)  dx-[Q  (X)  dx]  P (x)  dx=c 

Linear  equations  which  do  not 
have  differentiated  terms  can  easi- 
ly be  solved  by  determinants. 


Answers 

them 

questions 

Dear  Abe, 

There  is  a girl  in  my  Psychology 
class  whom  I find  very  attractive 
and  with  whom  I am  anxious  to 
become  better  acquainted.  She  has 
rebuffed  my  every  attempt  at  con- 
versation and  treats  me  with  dis- 
dain. Do  you  think  there  is  any 
hope  for  me?  I am  a sophomore 
and  she  is  a junior. 

Signed, 

Anxious 
Dear  Anxious, 

Resign  yourself.  There  are  some 
gaps  that  can  never  be  bridged.  A 
girl  in  her  junior  year  has  reached 
such  a level  of  sophistication  that 
only  seniors  or  graduate  students 
can  hope  to  impress  her.  I have 
known  many  cases  like  yours  and 
not  one  has  ended  happily. 


Dear  Abe, 

I am  a freshman  and  there  is 
this  here  girl  which  sits  next  to 
me  in  Courtship  and  Marriage. 
The  only  thing  is  she  is  a senior 
English  major  and  inspite  of  she 
smiles  at  me  sometimes  I am  afraid 
to  ask  her  for  a date  on  account 
of  this  discripancy.  Do  you  think 
I have  a chance? 

Antious. 

Dear  Anxious, 

Faint  heart  ne’er  won  fair  lady. 
Take  heart  from  the  thought  that 
any  girl  who  has  gone  through 
three  and  a half  years  of  college 
without  getting  attached  to  some 
male  is  in  quite  a desperate  state 
of  mind  and  will  jump  at  any  of- 
fer that  comes  along. 

Dear  Abe, 

I can’t  understand  the  editorials 
in  the  Diamondback. 

Signed 
Puzzled 
Dear  Puzzled, 

These  editorials  are  pieces  of  ab- 
stract art  and  are  not  meant  to  be 
completely  understood,  but  aim 
mainly  to  create  a mood  and  give 
the  editor  a chance  to  express  him- 
self in  the  journalistic  mode  of  fal- 
lacia  consequentis.  I think  you  will 
get  more  out  of  them  by  viewing 
them  in  this  light. 
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Can  a college  campus  with  "dry's"  still  survive? 

MAJOR  COW  COLLEGE 

FRAUGHT  WITH  GROWING  PAINS 


“Improved”  academic  stand- 
ards, increased  enrollment  and 
construction,  loyalty  oath 
fights,  national  newsmagazine 
publicity,  disappointing  ath- 
letic teams,  threatened  inves- 
tigations by  the  state  legisla- 
ture, dining  hall  crusades,  and 
student  finances  — all  these 
only  begin  to  enumerate  the 
problems  that  Maryland  U. 
has  wrestled  with  in  the  past 
year.  Weathering  the  storm 
well,  evidently,  was  genial 
taskmaster  ‘Tex’  Wellkins, 
university  president.  The  Old 
Wrangler  audibly  breathed  a 
sigh  of  relief  when  “green  bag” 
appointments  failed  to  nomi- 
nate ex-prexy  Kirlybird  to 
Regents  post.  Following  up  a 
recent  poll  by  Tracy  Trott 
that  Wellkins  popularity  with 
students  remained  firm, 
LOKO  sent  its  ace  shaggy  dog 
to  get  the  inside  story.  Other 
than  learning  that  most  stu- 
dents couldn’t  distinguish 
Spinoza  from  Schnozzola  the 
music  man,  here  is  what  he 
found. 

By  ROVER 
REPORTER 

LOKO  Interloper 


WHAT  THEY  WERE 
SAYING: 

Dear  Harper’s,  I have  read  your 
purge, 

(That  nasty  article), 

Of  Maryland’s  downfall  and  up- 
surge — 

But  mostly  of  its  fall. 

Now  I don’t  mean  to  criticize 
Your  fine  writer  or  you, 

And  if  you  told  a couple  lies, 

They  were  riot  plain  to  view. 

I cannot  say  that  you  aren’t  right, 
I surely  can’t  reproach; 

I will  not  even  start  a fight 
For  our  late  football  coach. 

Now  Doctor  Byrd  just  might  have 
been 

The  bad  things  that  you  said 
Our  school  perhaps  was  filled  with 
sin 

And  scholarship  was  dead. 

But  there’s  one  thing  that  bothers 
me 

— One  statement  seems  amiss, 

The  answer  I just  cannot  see, 

My  problem,  sirs,  is  this: 

Our  football  team  few  games  has 
won, 

Its  mighty  strength  is  gone  — 
Bermuda  shorts  are  frowned  upon, 
And  cutting  class  at  dawn. 

Parity  raids  are  quickly  quelled, 
Party  boys  are  soon  expelled, 

Our  campus  has  the  “dry’s,” 

— And  you  call  this  a “rise?!?” 


BDOC  confronts  adjourned  SAG  Finance 
Committee,  receives  same  old  answer:  "No 
bones  today  — you’d  better  check  u’ith 
Dean  DeMort.” 


10 


On  a shaded  knoll  behind  the 
Cole  Activities  Building,  far  re- 
moved from  the  everyday  environs 
of  the  montage  of  campus  life, 
there  lives  a shoit,  tan,  stout-chest- 
ed mutt.  All  his  canine  compan- 
ions know  him  as  THE  Big  Dog 
on  Campus. 

There  are  many  reasons  for  this: 
like  most  other  Big  Dogs,  he  is 
well-informed  about  campus  activ- 
■ties;  he  manages  to  sniff  out  the 
latest  news  before  it  has  been  made 
public,  and  he  has  a large  band 
of  devoted  followers.  But  unlike 
most  of  the  other  BDOC’s  he  man- 
ages to  accomplish  all  this  without 
grinding  any  axes  or  sharpening 
any  knives. 

Yearly  a group  of  his  followers 
meet  at  The  BDOC’s  lodgings  and 
discuss  the  campus  happenings  of 
the  past  year.  The  campus  canines 
are  deeply  interested  in  the  ob- 
servation of  human  activities,  for 
it  is  well-known  that  much  can  be 
learned  from  the  observation  of 
people.  And  university  students 
are  deeply  interested  in  the  habits 
of  dogs,  for  it  is  well-known  that 
much  can  be  learned  from  the  ob- 
servation of  animals. 

In  the  interest  of  both,  a de- 
scription of  the  gathering  follows. 
(Our  interloping  reporter.  Rover, 


managed  to  gain  access  to  the 
meeting,  and  this  is  his  account)  : 
The  BDOC  speaks: 

“Well,  gentlemen,  I have  been 
observing  the  scene  here  for  many 
years,  and  1 have  concluded  that 
everyone  here  is  confused.” 
“Confused?  — from  what?” 

“It’s  from  all  this  thinking  that 
they  do.” 

“About  what?  Studies? 

“Don’t  be  so  silly.” 

“What,  then?” 

“About  important  things  — foot- 
ball, basketball,  finances,  dining 
halls,  libraries,  holes  in  the  road.” 
“Holes  in  the  road!  Where? 
Here?  Really?” 

“Put  your  tongue  back  in  your 
chops  — that’s  my  territory!  I’ve 
been  digging  there  for  years,  and 
when  I come  up  with  that  Bronto- 
saurus cadaver,  I’m  going  to  re- 
tire to  Skylandia,  where  all  the 
Dalmations  go  when  they’re  pen- 
sioned.” 

“But  why  holes  in  the  road?  Why 
worry  about  holes  in  the  road?” 
“It’s  a Freudian  symbol.” 

“Yes,  of  course,  a Freudian  sym- 
bol. How  stupid  of  me.” 

“They  must  be  covered  then  — 
the  holes  in  the  road.” 

“And  ruin  my  life’s  work!  Nev- 
er!” 


(above)  World’s  largest  empty-shelf  li- 
brary — a new  vogue  — is  open  82  hours 
per  week.  Worse  than  lack  of  books,  it 
also  stands  devoid  of  students  a majority 
of  the  time.  BDOC  points  out  segrega- 
tionist sign  prohibiting  canines  8-12  p.m. 


(right)  BDOC  poses  in  LOKO  staff  car, 
which  he  used  for  test  run  of  legendary 
Dicki  Sloth  case.  He  proved  his  point. 
Chief  Wiseguy’s  men  soon  ticketed  our 
jalopy;  now  we’re  pleading  press  immuni- 
ty while  BDOC  relaxes  at  TH. 


(right)  BDOC  “thrashes  out”  Mont  is- 
sue on  site  of  martyrdom,  Quo  Vadis 
stadium.  He  told  LOKO  he  obtained 
photo  from  tuall  behind  the  desk  of  Char- 
lie Raygun,  troubleshooter  sports  expert 
for  campus  rag.  DIAMONDBARK. 


( belou ')  LOKO’s  interloper  tagged  along 
to  mess  (y)  hall,  intuitively  declined  to 
eat  there,  thus  stayed  off  sick  list  long 
enough  to  wire  us  these  photos.  BDOC 
pointed  out  stone  urns,  intended  for 
plants,  empty,  convenient. 


“But  suppose  they  decide  to  cov- 
er the  holes?  What  could  you  do 
about  it?” 

“Yes.  Suppose  they  decided  to 
pave  the  road  with  asphalt  or  con- 
crete, and  make  it  smooth  and 
safe?  Your  work  would  be  finished 
then  and  there.  What  could  you 
do?” 

“This  will  never  happen.” 
“Never?  Why  not?” 

“Yes.  Why  not?” 

“Because,  my  dear  country  cous- 
ins, what  does  it  take  to  build  such 
a road?” 

“Building  materials  — crushed 
rock  for  a foundation,  asphalt, 
bulldozers,  steamrollers,  machin- 
ery, and  men  to  operate  them.” 
“And  what  does  all  this  take?” 
“Money  — but  they  have  the 
money.” 

“Of  course,  but  how  do  you  ex- 
pedite it?” 

“Well,  a requisition  must  be 
made  to  the  people  in  finance,  who 
must  approve  it,  then  the  people 
who  give  out  contracts  must  ap- 
prove a contractor,  who  must  ap- 
prove the  fee  that  has  been  of- 
fered him  by  the  people  on  the 
building  committee.” 

“Then  all  these  people  must 
agree?” 

' “Yes!” 


“You’re  quite  right,  BDOC,  you 
have  nothing  to  worry  about.  You 
will  be  able  to  dig  for  your  cada- 
ver until  you  reach  China  — then 
the  U.N.  will  decide  on  the  road.” 

“The  end  of  the  Bamboo  Cur- 
tain!” 

“What  else  did  you  say  they 
worried  about  — libraries?”  Don’t 
they  have  a library?” 

“Oh,  yes  — it  isn’t  filled  — but 
they  have  one.” 

“Then  what  do  they  worry 
about?” 

“The  hours,  they  say  it  should 
be  open  more  often.” 

“Really,  how  often  is  it  open 
now?” 

“Oh,  14  hours  a day  during  the 
week,  five  on  Saturday,  and  seven 
on  Sunday.” 

“This  isn’t  enough?  — is  it  always 
crowded?” 

“Well,  last  Saturday,  as  I was 
going  over  to  the  new  Journalism 
building  to  water  the  new  pine 
trees,  I stopped  in  to  see  how  many 
were  there.” 

“How  many?  — a seething  sea  of 
humanity?  — a congregation  — a 
vast  throng  pushing  at  the  portals 
of  learning,  craving  to  quench 
their  insatiable  thirst  for  knowl- 
edge? How  many?” 

“A  milling  mob  of  25.“ 
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Little 
Tasks  are 
Outlets  for 
Unwanted 
Energy 


Sr ' 


(left)  IlDOC  searches  for  cadaver  in 
“Gulch.”  Rover  reported  he.  had  evident- 
ly begun  a new  fad,  as  area  was  pock- 
marked heavily,  resembled  “ man  in  the 
moon,”  when  first  viewed  from  his  one- 
dog  ‘copter. 


(below)  Artful  daydodgers  daily  turn  to 
favorite  pastime  of  rainmaking  at  Stu- 
dent Union.  Dancers,  led  here  by  Fidel 
Liacuris,  pointed  out  this  kept  “Gulch” 
prospectors  idle,  provided  drive-in  wasli- 
it-yourself  facilities  for  their  cars. 


“Twenty-five?  Yon  mean  to  say 
that  with  8,500  students  on  cam- 
pus there  were  only  25  in  that  huge 
building.  Where  were  the  other 
8,475?”" 

“Talking.” 

“About  what?” 

“About  the  library  hours.” 
“Well,  what  else  is  causing  con- 
fusion?” 

“They  worry  about  the  food.” 
“Well,  can  we  go  over  to  the 
dining  hall  and  sample  the  food? 
Let’s  go,  BDOC!” 

BDOC  reluctantly  agreed  and 
led  his  group  across  the  mall  and 
up  the  forested  hill  to  the  dining 
hall. 

“What’s  that  building  over 
there?” 

“The  Psych,  building.” 

“Why  is  it  so  close?” 
“Convenience.” 

“Pup,  that  was  some  trip.  I’m 
hungry.  Let’s  eat.” 

They  all  trotted  around  to  the 
back,  where  a door  had  been  left 
open.  Passing  into  the  building, 
they  noticed  stacks  of  trays  filled 
with  food  piled  everywhere. 

“So  much  food,  and  so  neatly 
arranged.  Is  this  where  the  food  is 
prepared?” 

“No.  This  is  where  it  is  discard- 
ed.” 

“Don’t  be  afraid.  Dig  in  — no- 
body else  has  touched  it.” 


The  group  poked  through  the 
trays  while  BDOC  just  watched.  Af- 
ter an  hour  there,  the  little  group 
trotted  down  the  forested  hill. 

“Well,  at  least  it  isn’t  too  late 
to  go  down  to  the  boulevard.” 

“I’m  hungry.  Let’s  eat.” 

“I’m  sick.” 

“And  what  about  the  rest?  Foot- 
ball, basketball,  and  such?  Why  do 
they  worry  about  that?” 

“It  gives  them  something  to  wor- 
ry about  when  they  are  tired  of 
worrying  about  everything  else.” 

“Tell  us,  BDOC,  do  you  ever 
worry  about  such  things?  Do  you 
worry  about  the  food,  library,  fi- 
nances, football,  being  on  good 
terms  with  other  BDOC’s?” 

“I  must  confess  that  for  the  long- 
est time  I did.  I thrashed  out  the 
Mont  issue;  I complained  about 
the  food  and  the  library  hours,  and 
I shared  my  milkbones  with  the 
other  BDOC’s.” 

“Now  what  do  you  do?” 

“Whenever  I feel  a little  down 
in  the  mouth  — whenever  I’m 
downcast;  whenever  I feel  like 
complaining  — I have  a little  task 
that  I perform  that  revitalizes 
my  spirit  and  makes  me  feel  good 
again.” 

“What  is  it?  What  do  you  do? 
Tell  us.” 

“I  go  down  to  the  Gulch  and 
look  for  my  Brontosaurus.” 
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DORMS 


A script  from  the  inaugural  pro- 
gram of  Md.  U . radio  WOOF  on  the 
occasion  of  testing  new  phonavision 
satellite  transmitters  in  girls’  dormi- 
tories . . . 


ask  them  to  order  them  right  away. 
We  want  to  have  some  for  tomor- 
row morning. 

“OK  . . . Dan?” 


“Yeah,” 


This  is  the  campus.  A univer- 
sity is  many  things.  It’s  buildings 
and  chairs  and  green  sidewalks  and 
lectures  and  chalk  and  mud.  It’s 
all  these  things  but  it’s  more.  It’s 
the  birthplace  of  the  future,  the 
place  where  adolescent  minds  are 
reformed,  their  creative  instincts 
channeled. 

The  guidance  of  this  brilliant 
youth  is  a thorn  in  the  university 
structure.  Someone  is  needed  to 
lead  children  through  the  forma- 
tive years  of  college. 

That’s  where  I come  in.  My 
name’s  Wiseguy.  I’m  a cop. 

12:35  p.m.  Friday  afternoon.  On 
the  day  watch  out  of  the  gate 
house  my  partner.  Beanie  Dorre- 
son,  and  I were  cruising  up  Uni- 
versity Lane,  heading  for  “B”  Lot. 

Bean  turned  to  me  rubbing  his 
eyes  and  said: 


“Boy!  I sure  hate  it!” 

“Hate  what.  Bean?” 

“Getting  up  so  early.” 

“Oh.” 

“Dan.” 

“Yeah  Bean.” 

“I’m  sorry.” 

“Well.” 

“Well  what?” 

“What  are  you  sorry  for.  Bean?” 
“I  forgot  to  order  them,  Dan.” 
“Order  what,  Bean?” 

“The  tickets.  You  know.  The 
parking  tickets.” 

“Darn  it,  Bean.  You  know  we 
only  have  10,000  left.” 

“Gosh  it  all,  Dan.  I said  that 
I was  sorry.” 

“Well  OK.  Call  up  the  gate 
house  on  the  two-way  radio  and 


“The  two-way  radio  isn’t  work- 
ing.” 

“Pull  on  it,  Bean.” 

“Pull  on  what,  Dan?” 

“The  tin  can.  Pull  on  the  can 
harder.  It  won’t  work  unless  the 
string  is  tight.” 

(Bean  talked  with  the  dispatch- 
er while  I wrote  out  a ticket  and 
put  it  under  the  windshield  wip- 
er of  the  closed  Chevy.  I don’t 
like  Chevies.  Bean  called  me  from 
the  car.) 

“Hey  Dan.” 

“Yeah  Bean.” 

“He  wants  you.” 

“Oh.” 

“Yeah.” 

“Well-pass  me  the  phone.” 

“Oh!  Here.” 

“Thank  you.” 

“Wait  a minute,  Dan.” 
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“What’s  wrong  now,  Bean?” 
“The  string.” 

“Well,  what  about  the  string?” 
“It’s  caught  in  my  cap  gun.” 

“How  many  times  have  I told 
you  not  to  call  it  a cap  gun?  Some- 
one might  hear  you.” 

“I  guess  I’m  not  awake  yet.” 

6:15  p.m.  (We  finished  writ- 
ing out  tickets  in  “B”  lot  when  the 
dispatcher  called  to  tell  of  a rob- 
bery in  one  of  the  girls’  dorms. 
Bean  got  out  to  start  the  car.) 

“It  won’t  start,  Dan.” 

“You’re  turning  it  backwards.” 
“Turning  it  backwards?” 

“The  crank,  Frank,  uh.  Bean, 
you’re  turning  the  crank  back- 
wards.” 

(The  car  started,  we  proceeded 
toward  the  girls’  dorms.  Upon  ar- 
riving I said  to  Bean.) 

“Throw  out  the  anchor.  Try  to 
snag  that  hydrant.” 

“Okay.  Uhh  . . . “Clang!” 

"Nice  shot.  Last  time  you  missed 
and  knocked  a window  out  of  Will- 
kens ’car.  Told  him  it  was  a base- 
ball. Sure  smart  of  you  to  cover 
it  up  that  way.” 

“Can’t  you  forget  that?  It’s  in 
the  past,  isn’t  it?” 

“Sure  Bean.  I won’t  mention  it 
again.” 

“Lets  cross  here.” 

“Be  careful.  There’s  a lot  of 
traffic.” 

"I’ll  hold  my  badge  up  so  they’ll 
know  I’m  a man  of  authority.” 
“Bean!  Look  out!”  VEROOO- 
OMM! 

“Put  your  badge  away,  you  idi- 
ot! You’ll  get  us  both  killed.” 
“Dan.” 

“What?” 

“Look  at  that  one  over  there.” 
“Where?” 

“The  one  in  the  room  with  the 
shade  up.  It  looks  like  she  doesn’t 
have  any  clothes  on.” 

“Where?  Where?” 

“She  smiled  at  me  and  pulled 
the  shade  down!  What  does  that 
mean?” 

“It  means  she’s  the  first  to  get 
questioned.  Let’s  go.” 

(We  walked  into  the  building 
and  went  up  a flight  of  stairs.  A 
few  moments  later  we  were  at 
room  #202.  I knocked  on  the 


door.  A sloe-eyed  brunette  opened 
it.  She  was  clad  in  a fraternity 
decal.  Her  voice  sounded  like  a 
peanut  butter  and  jelly  sandwich.) 

“Yes?” 

“Police,  ma’am.  Here  are  my 
credentials.” 

“How  do  I know  they’re  not 
fakes.” 

“Because  they  have  the  approval 
seal  from  Good  Housekeeping.  Is 
your  house  in  order?” 

“I  don’t  have  to  answer  that.  It’s 
a free  country.” 

“All  we  w'ant  is  the  facts  ma’am. 
May  we  come  in  and  talk  with  you 
a moment?” 

“All  right.  But  I’m  not  in  the 
habit  of  letting  strange  men  in  my 
room.” 

“I’m  no  stranger,  ma’am.  I do 
guard  duty  here  every  Wednesday 
night.” 

“Oh!  So  you’re  the  one.” 

"Ma’am?” 

“You’re  the  one  who  keeps  leer- 
ing at  me  from  the  street.  What 
are  you  trying  to  prove  anyway?” 

“Write  in  my  spare  time,  ma’am. 
For  Expression.” 

(Meanwhile  Bean  cased  the  room. 
His  trained  eyes  recorded  the  un- 
made bed  and  a jumbo  box  of  No- 
Doz  on  the  dresser.) 

“Looks  like  a professional,  Dan.” 

“A  professional,  Bean?” 

“Robbery,  Dan.  A professional 


robbery.  No  clues.  Not  even  a 
trace.” 

“Just  what  was  stolen,  Miss?” 
“A  part  of  my-uh-personal  ward- 
robe. My  Monday  panties  were 
taken.” 

“Monday,  Ma’am?” 

“Yes.  I have  a monogramed 
set.  You  know  — Monday,  Tuesday, 
Wednesday,  and  so  on.” 

“Well  you  should  be  glad  of  one 
thing  ma’am.” 

“What  is  that?” 

“He  might  have  tried  for  Friday 
panties.” 

“Dan?” 

“Yeah  Bean.” 

“Take  a look  at  this.” 

“It’s  a label  of  some  sort.  I 
think  it  came  off  a model  airplane. 
It  says  B-36.” 

“That’s  a clothing  label,  stupid. 
It  says  36-B.” 

“Well,  I’m  glad  of  one  thing.” 
“What’s  that.” 

“It  could  have  read  B-58.” 

“So?” 

“That  would  have  made  this  girl 
a ‘Hustler’.” 

(10:25  p.m.  We  finished  in  room 
202  and  walked  out  to  the  car) . 
“Bean.” 

“Yeah  Dan.” 

“The  car.” 

“What  about  it?” 

“It’s  gone.” 
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Outstanding  performers  never  go  unnoticed 


If  you  have  real  ability,  the  coach  or  team  manager  will 
recognize  it  because  they  are  constantly  on  the  lookout 
for  potential  star  performers. 

And  so  it  goes  at  Koppers.  Let’s  say  we  hire  you.  We 
give  you  an  assignment  and  a chance  to  show  your  stuff. 
We  watch  you.  We  evaluate  your  ability,  your  potential. 
But  we  don’t  judge  you  solely  on  one  job.  We  move  you 
around. 

You  find  the  work  stimulating,  challenging,  interesting. 
In  time,  you  show  us  how  versatile  you  are. 

And  what  happens?  You  move  up.  Up  in  prestige,  up  in 
responsibility,  up  in  compensation. 

If  you’re  young — so  much  the  better.  The  seniority  of 
others  won’t  hold  you  back.  If  you  have  ability,  we’ll  know 
it.  And  you’ll  know  we  know  it! 

Are  you  an  engineer?  How  would  you  like  to  do  research 
in  plastics,  fine  chemicals,  jet  engine  sound  control — or 


perhaps  work  with  vat  dyes,  antioxidants,  electro-static 
precipitators,  or — well  you  can  almost  name  your  subject. 
We’re  that  diversified. 

Maybe  your  forte  is  administration,  product  develop- 
ment, marketing  or  sales.  Whatever  it  is,  you’ll  find  it  at 
Koppers.  But  first,  you’ve  got  to  let  us  know  about  you. 
Why  not  write  to  the  Manager  of  Manpower  Planning, 
Koppers  Company,  Inc.,  Pittsburgh  19,  Pennsylvania.  Or, 
see  your  College  Placement  Director  and  arrange  an  ap- 
pointment with  a Koppers  representative  for  the  next  re- 
cruiting visit. 


PROFESSORS  . . . 


A university  journalism  profes- 
sor last  week  touched  off  a verit- 
able explosion  by  asserting  that 
the  Diamondbark,  the  University 
of  Maryland  newspaper,  was  not  a 
student  newspaper  but  merely  a 
house  organ. 

Frank  Stunt,  a student,  reluc- 
tantly asked  the  professor,  “Do  you 
uh  believe  uh  that  the  uh  Diam  . . . 
Diamondbark  is  a uh  student  news- 
paper?” Mr.  X (to  protect  the  in- 
nocent) responded  with  a fire  and 
brimstone  speech  which  in  essence 
charged  that  the  publication  was 
not  aggressive.  He  said  that  to 
avoid  headaches  in  the  higher  ech- 
elon, the  paper  was  deliberately 
suppressed  by  the  university  ad- 
ministration. 

After  making  his  prolific  state- 
ment of  the  injustices  of  univer- 
sity officials,  Mr.  X pointed  out 
that  instructors’  salaries  in  Mary- 
land colleges  were  preposterously 
low. 

At  a press  conference  held  for 
Diamondbark  reporters  and  Bean 


Dorreson  following  the  class  meet- 
ing, Mr.  X disclosed  that  his  pres- 
ent salary  was  not  sufficient  to  buy 
bourbon  (much  less  food)  and 
that  he  found  it  necessary  to  um- 
pire softball  games  on  Sunday  aft- 
ernoons to  supplement  his  income. 
His  umpiring  qualifications  being 
limited  to  softball,  the  winter  has 
been  especially  rough,  he  added. 

Officials  of  the  communications 
softball  league,  for  whom  Mr.  X 
calls  the  plays,  expressed  dissatis- 
faction concerning  the  forthright 
umpire’s  habit  of  leaving  every 
game  after  the  fifth  inning.  Char- 
lie Raygun,  who  organized  the 
league  and  manages  the  Typin’ 
Terps  club,  stated  that  Mr.  X was 
paid  a dollar  an  inning  and  that 
after  the  fifth  inning  he  would 
leave  to  buy  another  “fifth.” 

Students’  sympathy  is  with  Mr. 
X,  but  they  speculate  that  their 
beloved  professor  may  find  it  nec- 
essary to  begin  umpiring  the  oth- 
er six  days  of  the  week. 


BUILDINGS  . . . 


The  two-year-old  U.  of  M.  Jour- 
nalism building  burned  to  the 
ground  early  Wednesday  morn- 
ing, but  it  could  have  been  saved, 
according  to  John  Schlitz,  editor 
of  the  campus  rag,  the  Diamond- 
bark. 

Schlitz  said  that  the  university 
phone  system  is  to  blame.  “We’re 
always  having  trouble  getting  an 
outside  line  from  the  DBK  office 
after  ten  o’clock.  This  time  it  end- 
ed in  disaster,”  Schlitz  said. 

“About  five  o’clock  Wednesday 
morning  I was  putting  the  final 
touches  on  my  editorial  for  that 
day  when  I smelled  smoke  in  the 
hail.  I picked  up  the  phone  to 
call  the  fire  department,  but  got 
no  response.  The  operators  were 
asleep  at  the  switch  again,”  he  not- 
ed. 

According  to  firemen,  die  blaze 
was  touched  off  by  a smouldering 
johnny  mop  left  by  janitors. 

Mabel  Ginch,  chief  operator  of 
the  antiquated  phone  system  said, 
“Those  screwballs  that  work  on  the 
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Diamondbark  are  always  giving  us 
a fit.  We  don’t  answer  their  calls 
any  more.  My  brother-in-law  is 
a contractor,  and  he’ll  build  a 
new  building  cheap.” 

Chief  Dan  Wiseguy  of  the  cam- 
pus police  said  that  he  can’t  un- 
derstand why  Schlitz  didn’t  pull 
the  fire  alarm.  “I  guess  you  would 
expect  something  stupid  from 
those  crazy  newspaper  people,  but 
those  crazy  operators  are  no  bet- 
ter. I have  a cousin  who  runs  a 
construction  firm,  however,  and  he 
works  cheap,”  he  added. 

After  an  extensive  investigation 
it  was  learned  that  the  university 
president,  Elson  H.  Wellkins,  also 
has  a relative  who  erects  campus 
buildings  at  low  cost.  He  was  in  a 
“no-comment”  mood.  He  said 
something  about  a meeting  with 
the  faculty  to  issue  some  new  or- 
ders. 

The  damage  is  done.  The  jour- 
nalism building  is  no  more.  But, 
the  question  that  is  uppermost  in 
the  minds  of  the  College  Parkians 
is  . . . “Where  can  we  find  a new 
short  cut  to  the  girls’  dorms?” 


'anuAcript  (from  page  4) 


it  be  found.  A search  followed: 
high  and  low  in  the  lower  Mar 
Chon  valley  tramped  the  family  of 
Gui-Dong,  searching  for  their  lost 
Kadit,  but  nowhere  was  it  to  be 
found.  But  the  elder  Gui-Dong  was 
a wrise  old  Chinaman,  and  thought 
long  and  hard  about  his  lost  bird. 
He  called  a meeting  of  all  the  lead- 
ers in  the  lower  Mar  Chon  but  as 
usual  nothing  useful  came  from  the 
group  meeting. 

So  longer  and  harder  he  thought, 
and  into  his  aged  head  came  what 
he  thought  to  be  the  solution.  Call- 
ing together  all  of  his  children,  he 
ordered  them  in  a line  as  he  did 
each  dinnertime.  Into  the  marshes, 
one  March  day,  they  marched,  call- 
ing for  their  lost  Kadit,  but  he  did 
not  appear. 

Great  lamenting  followed.  The 
townspeople  were  gathered  togeth- 
er and  rank  and  file  trooped  into 
the  fields;  the  tallest  in  front,  the 


shortest  bringing  up  the  rear.  Many 
had  not  liked  the  Kadit  Bird,  and 
were  very  happy  to  see  it  gone,  but 
were  coerced  into  the  venture  by 
the  threats  and  commands  of  the 
doughty  Gui-Dong.  Still  the  lost 
bird  did  not  appear.  Into  the 
search  were  brought  the  most  hon- 
orable musicians,  the  Mar  Chon 
Five  plus  Three,  but  even  to  their 
raucous  melodies  the  bird  did  not 
harken. 

The  most  miserable  Chinese 
family  despaired;  the  rice  in  the 
paddy  drooped.  They  feared  that 
never  again  wrould  they  see  their 
wonderful  bird.  However,  wise  old 
Gui-Dong  was  not  one  to  give  up. 
Long  did  he  ponder  the  situation, 
and  months  later,  he  hit  upon  an 
idea.  Perhaps  the  bird  had  be- 
come scared  by  all  the  singing  and 
playing,  and  was  afraid  to  come 
back  to  the  paddy.  So,  old  Gui- 
Dong  had  his  male  offspring  dress 
up  in  their  dull  blue  clothes,  line 
up  as  they  did  at  meal  times  and 
march  out  into  the  fields.  This 
time,  they  would  shout  their  names 
in  order,  and  maybe  the  lost  bird 
would  hear  and  recognize  the  fam- 
ily. 

Out  into  the  field  they  went, 
calling,  “I’m  Wan,  sometimes 
Hupp,”  “I’m  Tu,”  “I’m  Tre,”  “I’m 
“Fou,”  and  lo  and  behold,  the  bird 
returned  from  its  rocky  hiding 
place.  The  Gui-Dong  family  was 
naturally  overjoyed  and  held  a 
great  ball,  using  their  best  silver- 


ware. (This,  in  later  years,  came 
to  be  called  the  Knife  and  Fork 
Ball.) 

As  it  happened,  long  after  the 
lamenting  was  over,  the  Gui-Dong 
family  thought  that  since  the  re- 
covery of  the  lost  bird  was  such  a 
momentous  occasion,  they  would 
reenact  the  scene  annually.  The 
next  year,  they  dressed  in  their 
blue  clothes,  and  marched  out  in 
files,  to  the  commands  of  old  Gui- 
Dong,  and  to  the  shouts  of  “Wan, 
sometimes  Hupp,”  “Tu,”  “Tre,” 
and  “Fou.”  As  time  went  on„  more 
and  more  people  wanted  to  take 
part  in  the  gala  parade,  and  it  be- 
came an  annual  affair  in  the  low- 
er Mar  Chon.  It  made  a wonderful 
scene;  the  marching  of  the  many 
townsmen,  to  the  airs  of  the  Mar 
Chon  Five  plus  Three,  the  waving 
of  many  banners,  all  reenacting  the 
recovery  of  the  lost  Kadit. 

After  many  centuries,  a visiting 
Icelandic  general  happened  to  see 
the  ancient  rite,  and  was  much  im- 
pressed by  the  order  and  precision, 
the  music  and  measured  calling. 

Here  the  manuscript  withers  in- 
to nothing  and  the  further  devel- 
opment of  the  Kadit  Festival  must 
be  left  to  conjecture.  No  remain- 
ing portions  have  been  found  and 
they  are  presumed  to  be  destroyed. 
Further  explorations  were 
planned,  however,  the  abrupt  dis- 
appearance of  all  the  loquacious 
Lithuanians  has  somewhat  handi- 
capped further  exploration. 


Bod;<s.$ 


‘Hey,  wake  up  and  hold  on! 
He’s  gonna  move  again.” 


NEWS  ITEM 


College  Park,  Md.  (OL)  — At  the  recent  meeting  of 
the  U.  of  M.  Board  of  Regents  a proposal  was  ap- 
proved to  completely  wipe  out  the  present  cafeteria 
system.  It  is  believed  that  the  recent  ptomaine  epi- 
demic which  incapacitated  approximately  eighty-five 
percent  of  the  student  body  was  a prime  factor  leading 
to  this  decision.  The  only  staff  member  escaping  the 
wave  of  disease  was  the  chef,  who  made  a practice  of 
eating  out  every  night. 

Present  plans  call  for  removal  of  the  existing  faci- 
lities early  in  April.  Dynamiting  will  be  handled  by 
Reliable  Pest  Control,  Inc.,  with  the  assistance  by  the 
College  Park  Pure  Foods  commission. 

Following  the  obliteration  a new  structure  will  be 
built  in  the  gaping  hole,  blocking  access  to  the  College 
Park  sewer  system,  from  which  a major  share  of  gro- 
cery supplies  has  to  be  gleaned. 

Reports  from  France  reveal  that  Pierre  Mongoose, 
formerly  associated  with  the  famous  Stomak  Pump 
Room  in  Stomak,  Monaco,  will  soon  sail  by  banana 
boat  to  assume  the  post  of  cafeteria  supervisor.  It  is 
hoped  that  Mr.  Mongoose  will  fare  better  than  his  pre- 
decessor, who  was  found  in  the  Anacostia  River  with 
cement  shoes  shortly  after  a meeting  of  irate  students. 


SHAVES  ANYWHERE- 
ANYTIME, 

NO  PLUG,  NO  CORD! 


UNIVERSAL 

Cordless 
Electric  Shaver 

Voted  “Most  wanted 
companion  on  a desert 
isle”.  . . the  new  Uni- 
versal Shaver  that 
doesn’t  need  an  electric 
outlet!  Three  self-sharp- 
ening blades  revolve 
300  times  a second, 
shave  off  every  whisker 
right  at  the  base.  No 
pull,  no  scrape,  no  burn, 
just  a clean,  close  elec- 
tric shave  without 
clumsy  cords  or  outlet. 


• One  Year  Guarantee 

• Self-sharpening 

• Never  needs  oiling 

• Uses  ordinary 
penlight  batteries 

AT  YOUR  CAMPUS  SHOP  NOW! 


only  ‘16« 

with  leather  pouch 


^UNIVERSAL! 


the  old  LINE  MAGAZINE  invites  its  readers  to 


i WIN  A FIN  j 

I I 

from 

LIMERICK  LAUGHTER 

A New  Monthly  Contest  Sponsored  and  Judged  by  the  OLD  LIN£  Staff  on  Behalf  of  our  Back  Cover  Advertiser 


CHESTERFIELD  KING 

Nothing  Satisfies  Like  the 
Big  Clean  Taste  of  Top  Tobacco 


(JASIS 


MENTHOL-MILD  OASIS 

Delightfully  Different 
— o Refreshing  Change 


Put  a little  sunshine  in  your  life  Put  some  cash  in  your  pocket.  Enter  the  monthly 
OLD  LINE,  “Limerick  Laughter”  contest.  It’s  easy.  It’s  fun!  You  have  three 
chances  to  win  every  month  you  enter.  Here’s  how  the  contest  works: 

Each  month,  the  OLD  LINE  will  award  $5  for  the  best  limerick  submitted  with  an 
empty  L&M  cigarette  pack.  Another  $5  will  be  paid  for  the  best  limerick  submitted 
with  an  empty  Chesterfield  pack,  and  a third  $5  for  the  best  limerick  submitted  with 
an  empty  Oasis  pack.  Ten  (10)  honorary  mention  limerick  winners  each  month  will 
receive  Happy  Talk  game,  the  new  hilarious  word  game. 

Write  your  limerick  on  any  subject  you  choose.  Enter  as  often  as  you  wish,  but  be 
sure  to  accompany  each  limerick  with  an  empty  pack  of  L&M,  Chesterfield  or  Oasis 
cigarettes. 

This  contest  is  open  to  all  Maryland  students  and  faculty  members.  Entries  must  be 
mailed  or  delivered  to  the  OLD  LINE  office,  and  limericks  for  April  must  be  received 
by  April  10.  Names  of  the  winners  will  be  published  in  the  next  edition  of  the 
OLD  LINE. 

So  enter  now  and  keep  entering  each  month.  The  samples  below  show  you  how  easy 
it  is  to  write  a winning  limerick. 


L & M is  Low  in  tar 
with  More  taste  to  it. 

Don't  settle  for  one  without  the  other. 


At  Maryland  the  coming  of  spring 
Is  not  marked  by  the  bird  on  the  wing 
But  by  each  Lochinvar 
Setting  forth  in  his  car 
Intent  on  a Washington  fling. 

O pity  the  plight  of  Farouk 

Once  a king  now  not  even  a duke 
But  he  still  gets  big  pleasure 
In  true  kingly  measure 
With  a Chesterfield  in  his  Chibouk. 


An  astronomy  student  named  Lars 
Discovered  while  studying  Mars 
With  an  L & M smoke 
He  could  always  evoke 
A great  deal  more  taste  and  it's  low  in  tars. 
A maiden  who’d  never  been  kissed 
Kept  wondering  tchat  she  had  missed 
'Til  she  smoked  an  Oasis 
And  just  on  that  basis 
She  settled  for  its  Menthol  Mist. 
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Yes,  we  think  it  is  — seeing  that  this  is 
Mall  street,  where  men  are  under  great 
tensions. 

Amidst  the  strain  and  tension  of  Mall 
street,  we've  noticed  that  men  need  sup- 
port. Since  asking  for  it  from  the  student 
bodies  is  useless,  we’ve  noticed  that  men 
search  for  that  soft  support.  They  turn 
to  Trike  supporters,  the  coeds  to  Queen 
Senile,  with  that  great  Q.S.  filter  added. 
And  that  is  the  truth. 


Only  the  top  of  the  news  can  be  given, 
because  tbe  rest  of  the  space  is  needed 
to  run  all  the  ads  we  can  grub  out  of  the 
local  entrepreneurs  to  make  up  for  the 
money  that  the  Student’s  Apathetic  Gov- 
ernment didn’t  give  us. 


Our  cracked  correspondents  talk 
straight  to  rulers,  shopkeepers,  workers, 
rebels,  even  a few  students;  tbe  reporting 
task  transcends  their  own  studies,  which 
frequently  affects  their  reporting  longevi- 
ty. They  listen.  Sift.  Ask  the  right 
questions.  They  bring  back  informed  an- 
swers. The  news  might  reach  the  readers 
a week  later,  so  the  cynic  can  spot  errors 
quickly  after  the  interim  coverage  by 
local  rags. 


This  iis  the  kind  of  experience  and 
gratitude  that  makes  our  slaves  yearn  to 
please.  This  and  the  attractive  gratuity 
goal  of  5 cents  every  fifth  hour  which  is 
paid  to  those  in  editorial  posts. 

Can  you  afford  to  reach  for  anything 
more?  Of  course  not.  Relax,  it’s  as  late 
as  you  think! 


DBK-WOOF-LOKO 

AFFILIATES 


PIX-O-QUIZ 


1 A well  known  landmark  in  College 
Park  is*. 

(a)  the  men's  room  at  Zal's 

(b)  the  Sigma  Kappa  House 

(c)  Tom  Nugents  new  house 

(d)  A poor  example  of  Architecture 


5 This  young  casanova  is  getting  ready 
to: 

(a)  scratch  her  mustache  with  his  nose 

(b)  get  sick 

(c)  breathe  on  her  false  teeth 

(d)  take  a Soc.  64  exam 


9 This  co-ed  is 

(a)  drunk 

(b)  a DBK  girl  of  the  month 

(c)  naked 

(d)  a mother 


2 This  trio  is: 

(a)  practicing  their  French 

(b)  on  the  outside  looking  in 

(c)  a poor  excuse  for  monkeys 

(d)  deranged 


6 These  people  are: 

(a)  outside  Annie  A 

(b)  not  really  married 

(c)  going  to  get  scratched 

(d)  cousins 


10  This  teenage  idol  appears  on  what 
TV  show: 

(a)  "Shock” 

(b)  "The  Needle" 

(c)  "Leave  it  to  the  Girls" 

(d)  "A  Binge" 


13  This  Miss  Maryland  candidate  is: 

(a)  Little  Orphan  Annie 

(b)  Agnes  Gooch 

(c)  Eleanor  Roosevelt 

(d)  Mae  Bush  the  ever  popular 


14  Candidate  for  SAG  president  he  is: 

(a)  Mikoyan 

(b)  Herbert  Hoover 

(c)  Dan  Wiseman 

(d)  T.T.T.T. 
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So  you  think  you  know  your  famous  personages?  See  if  you 
can  identify  those  pictured  below.  Score  5 for  each  correct 
answer.  65  — you're  a nerd;  70  — you  aren't  completely  out 
to  lunch;  80  — a little  better  than  the  hook;  85  — you're 
getting  there;  90  — a real  gas! 


3 This  picture  can  be  found: 

(a)  in  Liz  Taylor's  trophy  room 

(b)  in  a little  boy's  wallet 

(c)  elsewhere 

(d)  with  a mustache  and  beard 


7 He  is: 

(a)  discussing  the  last  panty  raid 

(b)  checking  a co-ed 

(c)  making  a comment 

(d)  ruling  his  roost 


1 1 She  is: 

(a)  ready  for  bed 

(b)  ready  for  anything 

(c)  a housemother  at  1:05  a.m. 

(d)  the  new  football  coach 


4 A well-known  Maryland  politician  is: 

(a)  Orval  Faubus 

(b)  Adele  Stamp 

(c)  Charlie  Weaver 

(d)  "The  Sweetheart  of  Sigmund  Freud" 


8 This  woman  is: 

(a)  Dean  of  Women 

(b)  a fashion  model 

(c)  seeing  herself  on  TV 

(d)  dead 


12  This  professor: 

(a)  needs  a shave 

(b)  needs  a toupe 

(c)  is  easy 

(d)  could  pass  for  Keenan  Wynn 


HANNES 
FORMAL  WEAR 

TUXEDO  RENTALS 

8229  Georgia  Avenue 
Silver  Spring,  Md. 

JU.  9-9595  ond  9-0502 

"Across  From  Roth's  Theotre" 


$25 

EIGHT  TWENTY  THREE 
FIFTEENTH  STREET,  N W 


NA.  8-7169 


Dinner  and  on  evening  of  music 
in  European  Atmosphere 
Imported  & Domestic  Beverages 


Free  Parking 
6:00  P.M.  to  Closing 
1419  EYE  STREET,  N.W. 

• 

No.  Minimum 

No  Cover  No  Admission 


15  Known  to  all  American  moviegoers 
this  famous  duo  is: 

(a)  Sam  and  Janet  Evening 

(b)  Mr.  & Mrs.  Curley  Byrd 

(c)  too  young  to  be  married 

(d)  Mr.  & Mrs.  North 


16  This  charwoman: 

(a)  cleans  the  Skinner  Building 

(b)  just  shot  Dean  Borreson 

(c)  needs  a fix 

(d)  should  lose  weight 


Dresses  — Sportswear 
Accessories 

"Strictly  for  Girls" 

SHOPPING  CENTER 
COLLEGE  PARK 


TOWN  HALL  TAVERN  <tau  hau  rho) 


"Where  friends  meet" 

PIZZA  BAKED  IN 
BRICK  OVEN 

Vi  Price  Tuesday 

LARGE  CIRCULAR  BAR 

Ample  Parking 


Come  See  New  Frat  & Sorority  Paintings 


Dispensing  tyeglasses 
and  spectacles  to 
Alumni  and  Students 
Since  1898 

CONTACT  LENS  SERVICE 

Washington  — Bethesda 
7 Corners  Shopping  Center 

Customer  Parking 

Dl.  7-7976 


No.  1 DEAL! 

LUSTINE 

NICHOLSON 


5600  & 5710  Baltimore  Ave.  U.S.  Route  1 Hyattsville,  Md. 


WE  CATER  TO 
COLLEGIANS 
AT 


HUTZLER’S 

IcMmoie 


for  you 

'QUAD"  is  a Greek  Letter  sensation! 
dentify  yourself  as  a Fraternity  or 
sorority  member  with  this  brass-buckled 
mported  French  elastic  belt  — a smartly- 
ityled  addition  to  your  slacks  or  walking 
ihorts.  "Quad"  adjusts  to  any  size! 

In  a large  selection  of  colors!  $^.95 


“QUAD” 

is  the 
BELT 


Fraternity y 

Sorority 

Member? 


P< 


owers 


4509  COLLEGE  AVENUE 


NOW!!! 


STUDENT  SUPPLY  STORE 
STUDENT  UNION 


CARRIES 

BOTANY 

BRANDS 

SWEATERS 
TIES 
SCARFS 
SPORT  SHIRTS 


Supplies  - Books  - Cosmetics  - Class  Rings 


22 


WA.  7-0421 


LOKO  ON  THE 


Mcr  feet  went  into  the  air, 
Her  fact  turned  crimson  red; 
She  felt  both  cold  and  wet, 
And  she  wished  that  she  were 
dead. 

Now  the  moral  to  my  story 
Is  never  sit  down  abrupt, 
Always  look  behind  you  — 

The  seat  may  still  he  up. 


The  apple  of  everyone’s  eye  is 
the  peach  with  the  best  pear. 


Sigma  Chi:  “Have  you  stopped 
your  housemother  from  sliding 
down  the  bannister  yet?” 

Phi  Sig:  “Well,  last  week  we 

wound  barbed  wire  around  it.” 

Sigma  Chi:  "Did  that  stop  her 
from  sliding  down?" 

Phi  Sig:  “No,  but  it  sure 

slowed  her  down.” 


Overheard  at  the  DKE  house: 
“Hey  you  guys,  cut  out  that 
swearing  — I've  got  a woman  in 
my  room!” 


Daydodgcr:  “How  can  you  eat 
that  dining  hall  food?” 
Dormdweller:  “Oh,  it's  easy.  I 
just  take  a tablespoon  of  Drano 
twice  a day.” 


Coed:  “Where's  Elsie?” 
Housemother:  “I  don’t  know; 
she  went  to  the  library.” 


Proud  College  Parkian:  “What 
do  you  think  of  our  town?” 
Campus  Beardie:  “It  certainly  is 
unique.” 

Native:  "What  do  you  mean?” 
Beard:  "Comes  from  two  Latin 
words;  — 'unus,'  meaning  one, 
and  ‘Equs,’  meaning  horse.” 


Phi  Kap:  I’m  groping  for  words. 
1)G:  I think  you’re  looking  in 

the  wrong  place. 


A man  came  home  one  evening 
and  raved  about  his  new  secre- 
tary. She  was  so  efficient  — and 
good  looking  besides. 

“Really  a doll,”  he  said. 

His  little  daughter  spoke  up. 
“Does  she  close  her  eyes  when 
you  lay  her  down,  Daddy?” 


A humor  magazine  censor  is  a 
guy  who  sees  three  meanings  to 
a joke  that  only  has  two. 


A TKE  was  looking  for  an 
apartment.  “Just  a place  to  hang 
my  hat  and  a few  friends.” 


Ka:  “Are  you  afraid  of  the  big, 
bad  wolf?” 

Kat:  “No,  why?” 

Ka:  “That’s  funny  — the  other 
two  pigs  were.” 


A Hindu  died  and  awoke  one 
morning  to  find  himself  rein- 
carnated as  a glow  worm.  “Oh. 
no.”  he  sighed,  “This  is  going 
to  be  another  one  of  those  lives.” 


A dormdweller  who’d  learned 
the  ropes  pushed  a bottle  into 
his  pocket  as  he  waited  for  the 
light  to  change.  Crossing  the 
boulevard,  he  was  brushed  by 
a speeding  auto,  and  knocked 
down.  Picking  himself  up,  he 
felt  something  trickle  down  his 
leg.  “Aaagh,”  he  groaned,  “I 
hope  that’s  blood.” 


We  heard  two  Majorie  Webster 
girls  went  for  a tramp  in  the 
woods  but  he  got  away. 


The  cannibal’s  daughter  liked 
the  boys  best  when  they  were 
stewed. 


The  difference  in  war  and  peace 
is  that  there  never  has  been 
a good  war. 


I see  you  aren’t  a gentleman,” 
scorned  the  KD  on  the  street 
corner  as  the  wind  swept  her 
skirts  over  her  head. 

"No,”  replied  the  Delt,  “And 
I see  you’re  not  either.” 


“Waiter,  there’s  a fly  in  my 
soup.” 

“Well,  what  do  you  want  me  to 
do  — put  a zipper  on  it.” 


First  Communist:  “Nice  day.” 

Second  Commie:  “Yah,  but  the 
rich  are  having  it,  too.” 


A fraternity  man  was  return- 
ing from  a late  Sunday  party  in 
Baltimore,  when  his  car  veered 
off  the  road.  It  shot  down  an 
embankment,  flipped  over  twice, 
and  cracked  into  a tree,  upside 
down. 

A state  policeman  arrived  just 
as  the  student  crawled  from  the 
wreck.  Surveying  the  scene,  the 
patrolman  asked  the  youth  if 
he  had  been  drinking. 

Indignant,  the  student  retort- 
ed: "Certainly  — what  do  you 
think  I am,  a stunt  driver?” 
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Current  Discussions  . . . 

ATOMIC  BEHAVIOR 
NUCLEAR  PHYSICS 
MODERN  ECONOMICS 
GEO-POLITICS 

. . . over  a sandwich,  pizza  or  steak  accompanied  by  your 

favorite  beverage  and  traditionally-Maryland  environment 

v 

ZAL'S  VARSITY  GRILL 


LEDO  RESTAURANT 

AMERICAN 

AND 

ITALIAN  FOOD 

PIZZA  BAKED  TO  ORDER 

All  Food  Boxed  To  Order 
2420  University  Boulevard 

HA.  2-8122  HA.  2-8622 


1162  BONIFANT  STREET  SILVER  SPRING,  MARYLAND 

JUniper  9-1577 

AUTO  GLASS  — FURNITURE  TOPS  — CUSTOM  MIRRORS 


A HAMBURGER 
A LUNCHEON 
A DINNER  OR  BANQUET 

They're  All  Served  at  the  . . . 


<2)ommo  Restaurant 


Next  to  Plant  Industry  Station 

10280  BALTIMORE  BOULEVARD 
WE.  5-5400  College  Park,  Maryland 


EVERYTHING  IN  FURNITURE 
from  Used  to  Custom  Made 

• UPHOLSTERING 

• FINISHING 

Hollywood  Innerspring  Bed  $35 
at 

Hoffman  Upholsterers 

2447  18th  St.,  N.W. 

CO.  5-5116 

Open  'til  9 p.m. 


HURRY!  Choice  moon  lots  still  available! 

For  less  than  you  spend  a month  on 
weeds  or  juice,  you  can  own  a spot  in 
this  unspoiled  wilderness  away  from  ev- 
eryday cares.  Be  lulled  to  rest  by  the 
hum  of  Vanguards,  Sputniks,  and  Ex- 
plorers as  they  zip  by  in  their  eternal 
quest  (?)  . 

RETIREMENT  - ORIENTED 
SKYLANDIA  ESTATES  is  within 

the  pocketbook  of  pensioners  or  college 
faculty. 

$10  down,  $10  a month 

for  big  80'  x 125’  plots  with  individual 
rocket  whirlybird  launching  pads.  Such 
rcknowned  travelers  as  Alice  Cramden 
and  Lowell  Thomas  have  endorsed  this 
development,  and  friends  of  Edward  R. 

Murrow  have  placed  it  on  his  itinerary. 


They  all  know  the  value  of  these  out- 
standing homesite  values  located  on  the 
famous  Eastern  Shore  of  the  right  eye  of 
the  Man  in  the  Moon. 


YOUR  LIFE  ENDS  AT  LUNA 
TICKER  LAGOON!  Yes,  life  as 
you  now  know  it  will  end  — enjoy 
REAL  big  game  fishing  just  a stone’s 
throw  from  your  private  hydroplane 
dock  (you’ll  learn  why  speed  is  impor- 
tant) , see  the  Jonny  Winters  moon 
people,  enjoy  water  skiing  in  rollicking 
Luna-T  (a  couple  of  the  playful  inhabi- 
tants are  pictured  at  right)  , trim  your 
golf  score  as  you  drive  easily  over  vast 
craters  surpassing  even  those  in  the 
“Gulch.”  Country  club  membership  for 
three  years  is  yours  free  with  purchase! 

No  more  Sunday  grass-cutting  chores 
on  the  2200  acres  of  high,  dry  land  un- 
equalled anywhere  for  lack  of  vegeta- 
tion. Just  pleasant  living  in  the  rare 
atmosphere  of  a happy  community,  con- 
genial neighbors,  and  quality  caves. 

This  gateway  to  the  stars  is  unspoiled 
by  commercial  development  blocking  out 
its  pure  natural  beauty.  Shopping  areas 
and  professional  services  (Murrow-ap- 
proved)  are  readily  accessible  just  238. 
857  miles  away  via  Canaveral  Shopper 
and  Ambulance  Service.  But  for  that 
“can't  wait”  snack,  Mackee  Service  vends 
sanitary  wrapped,  flavorful,  frozen 
beasties-on-a-stick  from  modern  jingle 
rocketscooters  cruising  your  neighbor- 
hood. 


VISITING  MARS  SOON? 

Stop  off  at  SKYLANDIA  and  see  this 
amazing  value.  With  higher  prices 
threatening,  reach  up  now  for  your 
autumnal  haven.  Dig  your  cave  now  or 
later. 


Phone  . . . write  . . . 


NIKY  KHRUSCHEV 

Moscow  L-UR 1 7 


FREE!  Five-year  supply  of  green  cheese 
to  first  50  buyers  presenting  this  ad! 


CHESTERFIELD  SALUTES  THE 


AIR  FORCE 


STEVE  CANYON  ON  TV  MILTON  C A NIFFS 

LEGENDARY  HERO  COMES  TO  LIFE  IN  AUTHENTIC  EPISODES 
FILMED  ROUND  THE  WORLD.  ..WITH  THE  COOPERA  NON  OF  THE 
U.  S.  AIR  FORCE.. . NBC -TV, 


Jets  go  flashing  through  the  mile-high  air!  Move  in  fast  and  hit  the  target  square! 

Mission  accomplished . . . you’!!  find  a man  takes  big  pleasure  when  and  where  he  can . . . Chesterfield  King! 


Sun-drenched  top-tobacco’s  That  you' re  smokin’  smoother  and  Only  top-tobacco,  full  king-size, 

gonna  mean  . . . you’ re  smokin'  dean!  For  big  dean  taste  that  satisfies! 


Join  Me  men  tvAo  know-  NOTHING  SATISFIES 
LIKE  THE  BIG  CLEAN  TASTE  OF  TOP-TOBACCO 


EXTRA  LENGTH 

top-tobacco 
filter  action  . . . 
tops  in  friend 
satisfaction! 

KING 


©liggeft  & Myers  Tobacco  Co. 


mmammm 


BYRON 


on  Life  Savers: 


“Give  away  thy  breath!” 


From  My  36th  Year,  line  36 
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Our  diamond  ensembles 
are  the  very  peak  of 
jewelry  perfection:  styl- 
ing of  exquisite  taste 
and  originality  — skill- 
fully crafted.  And  the 
diamonds  are  of  rare 
brilliance  worthy  of  the 
love  they  symbolize. 
Available  in  precious 
gold  or  platinum.  Come 
in  . . . let  us  assist 
you  in  making  the 
choice  that  is  yours  . . . 
forever! 

Priced  to  fit  the  most 
modest  budget 

from  $100.00 


treuer . . . 

the  memory  of  your  wedding  day 

irever . . . 

the  precious  quality  of  our 


DIAMOND 

ENSEMBLES 


WA.  7-0133 


theodore  nye  JLX- 


PRINCE  GEORGES  PLAZA 
Hyattsville,  Maryland 


DACRON 

WORSTEDS 

DACRON 

COTTON 

WASH  & 

WEAR 

Customers  demand 
wrinkle  resistance, 
press  retention,  and 
extra  comfort  that 
"DACRON"  delivers 

from  $29.95 


4509  College  Avenue 

WA.  7-0421 


Isn't  it  exciting.  Sue... how  many  of 
the  girls  are  having  June  weddings? 

It1 s heavenly. . .but  thank  heavens  for 
Wamsutta  Supercale  sheets  and  cases, 
or  I'd  run  out  of  shower  ideas'. 
Everyone  knows  Supercale  is  the  most 
luxurious  sheet  you  can  buy... and 
those  divine  new  styles  make  them 
perfect  gifts'.  I'm  giving  "Versailles* 
to  Eloise. . .that' s the  new  piped  and 
scalloped  hem  design... and  for  Jill  I 
think  "Marie  Antoinette" , with  that 
marvellous  new  printed  hem,  would  be 
terrif '.  I only  hope  that  by  giving 
everyone  else  beautiful  Supercale 
sheets,  they'll  take  the  hint  when 
it's  m£  turn  for  bridal  showers’. 

Love  that  Supercale  '. 


Wamsutta  Print  Dress  of 
Dacron-Cotton  Voile  by  NANCY  GREER 
at  all  SAKS  FIFTH  AVENUE  STORES 

w 
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XT 
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WAMSUTTA  MILLS,  Dept  S74,  1430  Broadway,  New  York  18,  N.  Y„ 

Division  of  M.  Lowenstein  & Sons,  Inc.,  makers  of  Wamsutta  Debucale ®, 

Wamsutta  Heritage  Towels,  Babycale  crib  sheets,  fashion  fabrics  for  men,  women  and  children. 


s 


HANNES 
FORMAL  WEAR 

TUXEDO  RENTALS 

8229  Georgia  Avenue 
Silver  Spring,  Md. 

JU.  9-9595  and  9-0502 

"Across  From  Roth's  Theatre" 


Founded  1930 
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EIGHT  TWENTY  THREE 
FIFTEENTH  STREET,  N W 


NA.  8-7169 


Dinner  and  en  evening  of  music 
in  European  Atmosphere 
Imported  & Domestic  Beverages 


Free  Parking 
6:00  P.M.  to  Closing 
1419  EYE  STREET,  N.W. 

• 

No.  Minimum 

No  Cover  No  Admission 


HELP  WANTED 
Brt  yg  mn  & wo,  W/MS,  trainee 
pos  w/old  estab  lit-humor  publ; 
we  need  wrtrs,  art,  prdn  mn;  pos 
W/fut  to  those  not  int  in  strtg 
sal  or  prestige;  w/guts.  Apply 
207  or  202  Journalism  bldg,  Mary- 
land U,  9 to  5. 
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The  Vacuum  Chasers 


by  Fred  Holliday 


The  unfettered  pleasure  . . . 

they  could  not  comprehend 


■ Eight  o’clock. 

The  two  men  walked  briskly 
down  the  street.  Their  discerning 
eyes  scanned  the  scene,  and  their 
faces  wore  the  unmistakable  marks 
of  disapproval  and  repugnance. 

Before  their  gaze  unfolded  the 
stricken  structure  of  a declining 
neighborhood. 

Dusty  automobiles  were  wedged 
into  every  available  space  and 
white  concrete  masonry  had  long 
since  turned  to  grey,  wearing  with 
shame  an  unmistakable  mantle  of 
neglect.  Rusted  garbage  cans,  con- 
taining every  conceivable  waste 
product  of  human  inefficiency  and 
laxity  cluttered  the  sidewalks 
which  the  tireless  efforts  of  nature 
were  beginning  to  reclaim.  Tiny 
green  shoots  were  forcing  them- 
selves through  the  cracks  that  ap- 
peared to  advance  further  every 
week.  The  few  trees  that  still  sur- 
vived were  lost  among  a jungle  of 
telephone  poles.  A hazy  sun  did 
its  job  half-heartedly,  bleaching 
the  entire  picture  into  monochro- 
matic tones  of  black  and  white. 

At  the  candy  store  near  the  foot 
of  the  hill  a small,  smiling  Dutch- 
man was  arranging  the  daily  news- 
papers while  bidding  an  enthusi- 
astic “good  morning”  to  everyone 
who  passed  his  way.  Cars  and  bus- 
es flashed  by  on  the  avenue  just 
beyond. 


A door  slammed. 

A child  ran  out. 

“Johnny,  be  careful  crossing  the 
street,”  came  a voice  from  a win- 
dow. 

“Good  morning,  Mrs.  Cambe- 
sie.” 

“Good  morning,  Mr.  Wolf.” 

“It’s  a shame  we  have  to  pass 
this  way  every  morning  to  get  from 
our  car  to  the  bus,”  said  the  taller 
of  the  two  men. 

“A  sad  state  of  affairs,”  said  the 
other. 

“What  a horrendous  existence,” 
said  the  first. 

“A  sad  state  of  affairs,”  said  the 
other. 

Mr.  Wolf  finished  stacking  his 
papers  and  went  inside  his  store. 
He  moved  with  some  difficulty  be- 
hind the  counter.  Besides  being 
stunted  in  growth,  he  was  stout; 
this  in  addition  to  his  balding 
head  and  perpetual  smile  made 
him  look  like  an  elder  edition  of 
one  of  the  seven  dwarfs.  He  wad- 
dled about  the  store  checking  his 
stock;  at  the  far  end  stood  a case 
devoted  exclusively  to  candy  — the 
patented  kind.  A brush  flicked  in- 
side, passing  from  box  to  box, 
from  section  to  section,  volumin- 
ous clouds  of  dust  rose  upwards; 
the  duster  withdrawn,  the  clouds 
precipitated,  settling  upon  box  aft- 
er box,  in  section  after  section. 


The  front  door  slammed  shut. 
Immediately  the  elf  affected  his 
grin,  turned,  and  greeted  his  cus- 
tomer as  he  took  his  place  at  the 
counter. 

“Good  morning,  Mrs.  Hacket.” 
“Good  morning,  Mr.  Wolf.” 
“Two  papers,  Mrs.  Hacket?” 
“Yes,  and  a cup  of  coffee.” 
“How  do  you  and  your  wife 
manage  it,  Mr.  Wolf  — fifteen 
hours  a day  and  eight  on  Sundays 
— never  a day  off?” 

“Well,  we  do  it,  Mrs.  Hacket  — 
we  have  to  you  know;  everyone 
does  what  he  must.  How  is  your 
daughter  these  days?” 

“Oh,  Carol’s  fine.  She  and  her 
husband  moved  into  their  new 
house  a month  ago.” 

“Yes,  I know.  That’s  a fine 
neighborhood  — your  husband 
was  telling  me  about  it  last  week. 
And  how’s  the  new  baby  — how 
does  it  feel  to  be  a grandmother?” 
“He’s  just  wonderful,  Mr.  Wolf. 
Look,  Carol  gave  me  these  pic- 
tures of  him.” 

Mr.  Wolf  leaned  over  the  count- 
er while  she  recounted  all  the  lit- 
tle details  and  minute  peculiari- 
ties of  each  picture,  repeating  her- 
self many  times  in  her  enthusiastic 
abandon.  The  unfettered  pleasure 
that  these  twilight  people  de- 
rived from  an  act  so  simple  is  a 
mystery  that  only  those  who  have 
lived  for  the  sake  of  others  can 
fully  comprehend. 

■ The  clock  on  the  wall  ticked 
slowly  on,  scanning  the  seconds, 
metering  the  minutes  and  grind- 
ing out  the  hours.  Advancing  sha- 
dows reached  the  peak  of  their 
cycle  and  slowly  effected  their 
withdrawal.  The  ranks  of  maga- 
zines that  covered  the  walls  had 
been  depleted  by  disorganized 
hands  — work  to  do. 

Coffee  to  make,  sodas  to  mix, 
floors  to  sweep,  counters  to  scrub, 
sales  to  promote,  bills  to  pay  — 
work  to  do.  And  the  standing  and 
the  waiting  — more  work  to  do. 
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You  are  tired,  Mr.  Wolf  — tired 
of  the  endless  cycle  of  trivial 
events  that  has  become  your  con- 
tinent — tired  of  the  monotonous 
monotone  of  situation  and  circum- 
stance that  has  become  your 
world.  Tired  of  the  clock  on  the 
wall  that  has  become  your  soul. 
But  you  manage  to  rise  above  all 
that  would  seem  to  mire  you  in 
mediocrity.  Why? 

You  manage  to  do  the  job  that 
you  feel  you  must  do.  Why? 

And  in  doing  it  you  manage  to 
smile  — tried  but  not  beaten.  Why? 

Five  o’clock.  It’s  almost  dark 
now  and  the  most  tedious  tasks 
have  passed.  Throughout  the  rest 
of  the  day  there  will  be  more 
activity  and  the  hours  will  fade 
faster. 

The  front  door  slammed  shut. 
“Good  evening,  Mr.  McNeill.” 
“Good  evening,  Mr.  Wolf.” 
“Cold  this  evening,  isn’t  it? 
Looks  like  we  might  have  some 
snow.” 

“Then  I’ll  have  to  shovel  the 
sidewalk,  too.” 

They  both  laughed. 

“How  is  William  coming  along 
at  school,  Mr.  Wolf?” 

“Fine,  just  fine.  He  gets  his  de- 
gree in  June  — just  fine.” 

“And  how  is  Henry.  What  is  he 
doing  these  days?” 

“He  gets  out  of  the  army  this 
summer,  then  he  starts  too.” 

■ The  two  men  walked  briskly  up 
the  street.  Their  discerning  eyes 
scanned  the  scene,  and  their  faces 
wore  the  unmistaken  masks  of 
disapproval  and  repugnance.  Be- 
fore their  eyes,  small  children  were 
playing  tag  and  skipping  rope. 
Others,  older,  were  playing  hand- 
ball and  touchtackle  in  the  street. 
Men  with  papers  were  returning 
home  after  a day  at  work. 
A young  buck  was  flirting  with  a 
local  debutante. 

“It’s  a shame  we  have  to  pass 
this  way  every  evening  to  get  from 
the  bus  to  our  car,”  said  the  taller 
of  the  two  men. 

“A  sad  state  of  affairs,”  said  the 
other. 

“Johnny,  it’s  time  to  do  your 
homework,”  came  a voice  from  a 
window. 

“What  a horrendous  existence,” 
said  the  first. 

“A  sad  state  of  affairs,”  said  the 
other. 

“Good  night,  Mrs.  Cambesie.” 
“Good  night,  Mr.  Wolf.”  9 


the  old  line  magazine  invites  its  readers  to 

I WIN  A FIN  \ 

I I 

from 

LIMERICK  LAUGHTER 

A New  Monthly  Contest  Sponsored  and  Judged  by  the  OLD  LINE  Staff  on  Behalf  of  our  Back  Cover  Advertiser 

Put  a little  sunshine  in  your  life.  Put  some  cash  in  your  pocket.  Enter  the  monthly  Old 
Line  "Limerick  Laughter"  contest.  It’s  easy.  It’s  fun!  You  have  three  chances  to  win  every 
monlh  you  enter.  Here’s  how  the  contest  works: 

Each  month,  the  Old  Line  will  award  $5  for  the  best  limerick  submitted  with  an  empty 
L&M  pack.  Another  $5  for  the  best  limerick  submitted  with  an  empty  Chesterfield  pack, 
and  a third  55  for  the  best  limerick  submitted  with  an  empty  Oasis  pack.  Ten  (10)  honorary 
mention  limerick  winners  each  month  will  receive  Happy  Talk  game,  the  new  hilarious  word 
game. 

Write  your  limerick  on  any  subject  you  choose.  Enter  as  often  as  you  wish,  but  be  sure 
to  accompany  each  limerick  with  an  empty  pack  of  L&M,  Chesterfield  or  Oasis  cigarettes. 

This  contest  is  open  to  all  Maryland  students  and  faculty  members.  Entries  must  be  mailed 
or  delivered  to  the  Old  Line  office,  and  limerick  for  May  must  be  received  by  May  27. 

Names  of  the  winners  will  be  published  by  the  next  edition  of  the  Old  Line. 

So  enter  now  and  keep  entering  each  month.  The  samples  below  show  you  how  easy  it  is 
to  write  a winning  limerick. 


At  Maryland  the  coming  of  spring 

Is  not  marked  by  the  bird  on  the  wing 
But  by  each  Lochinvar 
Setting  forth  in  his  car 
Intent  on  a Washington  fling. 

O pity  the  plight  of  Farouk 

Once  a king  noiv  not  even  a duke 
But  he  still  gets  big  pleasure 
In  true  kingly  measure 
With  a Chesterfield  in  his  Chibouk. 


An  astronomy  student  named  Lars 
Discovered  while  studying  Mars 
With  an  L & M smoke 
He  could  always  evoke 
A great  deal  more  taste  and  it’s  low  in  tars. 

A maiden  who’d  never  been  kissed 
Kept  icondering  what  she  had  missed 
’ Til  she  smoked  an  Oasis 
And  just  on  that  basis 
She  settled  for  its  Menthol  Mist. 


L & M is  Low  in  tar  CHESTERFIELD  KING  MENTHOL-MILD  OASIS 

with  More  taste  to  it.  Nothing  Satisfies  Like  the  Delightfully  Different 

Don’t  settle  for  one  without  the  other.  Big  Clean  Taste  of  Top  Tobacco  — a Refreshing  Change 


GRADS!  FACULTY!  UNIVERSITY  PERSONNEL! 

COLLEGE  PARKIANS!  FRIENDS!  (OR  ENEMIES) 

Why  should  you  buy  Old  Line  now? 

(1)  Have  Old  Line  mailed  to  your  home  (avoid  the  embarrassment  of  being 
seen  with  it  in  public). 

(2)  Rising  costs  vs.  low  budget  make  circulation  forecasting  imperative 
(1959-60  Old  Line  will  not  be  free  at  DBK  news  stands). 

(3)  Only  a few  copies  will  be  available  for  purchase  at  local  stores. 

(4)  Test  the  newr  approach  to  Old  Line  humor  and  fiction,  opinion  columns, 
more  and  better  photos,  problem  analyses  by  experts,  etc  . 

Dear  Ed:  I'm  sold.  Besides,  I collect  waste  paper. 

Mail  to  

Street  or  box  no 

(5-59) 

Q]  $1  ...  6 copies  Q$2  ...  12  copies  QJ$2.75  ...  18  copies 

Clip  and  mail  to  OLD  LINE,  Rm.  207,  Journalism  Bldg. 

University  of  Maryland,  College  Park,  Md. 
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Fifth  Annual 
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Old  Line  "Maggie"  Awards 


BEST  OVERALL  PRODUCTION: 

"OKLAHOMA!" 


U.  T.- 
SO  MUCH 
WITH 
SO  LITTLE 


by  Paula  Dubov 


Bounty  to  enhance  “the  bright 
golden  haze  on  the  meadow”  came 
to  U.T.’s  "Oklahoma!”  last  night, 
as  the  effervescent  musical  extra- 
vaganza of  last  Spring  harvested 
four  of  the  current  crop  of  “Mag- 
gie” awards.  “Madwoman  of 
Chaillot,”  just  a cornsilk  behind, 
took  three  awards. 

The  two  productions  filled  the 
small  space  that  is  Central  Audi- 
torium with  a sense  of  magnitude 
and  professionalism  that  en- 
tranced their  audiences.  “Okla- 
homa!” was  believed  by  the  judges 
to  have  created  the  near-impos- 
sible expanse  of  the  “wide-open 
spaces”  by  ingenious  use  of  scen- 
ery and  lighting,  and  myriads  of 
dancers  who  crowded  onto  (and 
yet  did  not  crowd)  the  tiny  stage. 
"Madwoman”  ran  the  gala  musi- 
cal a close  second  in  creating  spac- 
iousness with  its  massive,  gaudy 
sets  designed  to  use  the  very  last 
inch  of  stage  area. 


Presentation  of  the  awards,  the 
university’s  equivalent  of  Holly- 
wood's “Oscar,”  highlighted  the 
fifth  annual  Old  Line  “Maggie” 
awards  banquet,  held  at  the  Nor- 
beck  Country  Club  to  honor  out- 
standing U.  T.  performers  of  the 
past  year. 

Joe  Warfield  and  Pat  Rouleau 
took  Best  Supporting  Actor  and 
Best  Supporting  Actress  for  their 
rollicking  renditions  of  Will  Park- 
er and  Ado  Annie  in  “Oklahoma!” 
foe’s  limber-legged  dances  and 
Pat’s  misguided  naivete’  had  the 
record-breaking  crowds  roaring  in 
making  unforgetable  their  “All  or 
Nothing”  duet  and  otherwise 
backstopping  expertly  the  fine 
voices  of  the  leads,  Joyce  Baker 
and  Brown  Bradley. 

The  riotous  performance  of  Jer- 
ry Kroop  as  Ali  Hakim  in  “Okla- 
homa!” won  him  “Best  Character 
Actor.”  And  what  a “character” 
he  was  as  the  unscrupulous,  wily 
huckster  with  the  unorthodox 
wooing  technique.  Jerry,  master 
of  the  “rubber”  face,  with  a mus- 
tache and  “loud”  jacket  added, 
clowned  his  way  with  abandon 
throughout  the  play. 

Taking  the  awards  for  Best  Ac- 
tor and  Best  Actress  were  Ronn 
Plummer  and  Lois  DeTota  for  the 
ragpicker  and  the  title  role  in 
“The  Madwoman  of  Chaillot.” 
Members  of  the  National  Colleg- 
iate Players,  both  have  had  a hand 
in  most  of  this  year’s  University 
Theater  productions,  and  gave 
their  demanding  roles  all  of  the 
color  of  the  Broadway  farce. 


Judy  Fine  was  named  “Best 
Character  Actress”  for  her  portray- 
al of  Constance  in  “The  Madwom- 
an of  Chaillot.”  She  brought  to 
life  so  well  her  “voices”  and  the 
invisible  dog  belonging  to  her 
companion  that  one  could  almost 
see  the  impertinent  pooch. 

The  two  new  awards  given  this 
year.  Best  Actor  and  Best  Actress 
in  arena  productions,  went  to  Pat 
Hayes  and  Dixon  Gourley,  both 
newcomers  to  U.T.  Their  power- 
ful performances  as  Medea  and  Ja- 
son in  the  heavy  drama,  “Medea,” 
kept  the  audience  in  suspense  un- 
til the  final  shriek. 

“Medea”  and  “Blithe  Spirit” 
were  arena  seminar  projects  for 
drama  majors,  and  attested  that 
progress  is  being  made  in  develop- 
ment of  this  art  form  at  the  uni- 
versity, again  despite  very  limited 
facilities. 

The  costumes  and  settings  for 
all  plays  this  season  were  superb. 
The  credit  for  the  fine  work  must 
be  accorded  the  two  unsung 
heroes  of  the  backstage,  Alice  Peet 
and  Charles  Schmitt  . Their 
“props”  were  essential  to  the  plays 
for  color  and  to  build  an  atmos- 
phere of  credibility  or  fantasy. 

Guest  speaker  at  the  banquet 
was  Dr.  Harold  W.  Arberg  of  the 
Special  Services  Division,  Depart- 
ment of  the  Army.  He  presented 
a lively  discussion  of  the  Armed 
Forces  professional  entertainment 
program  and  its  relation  to  col- 
lege theatrical  groups.  The  many 
members  of  “Flying  Follies”  (the 
student  troupe  that  spent  the 
Christmas  of  1957  entertaining  at 
far-flung  Air  Force  bases)  who 
were  present  relived  memories  and 
were  brought  up  to  date  on  how 
such  tours  can  be  arranged  in  the 
future. 

Presentation  of  the  “Maggies” 
was  made  by  Old  Line  editor  Gary 
Phillips,  following  announcement 
of  the  winners  of  U.T.’s  Hale 
Award  by  Dr.  Strausbaugh.  The 
Hale  Award  is  presented  annual- 
ly to  the  two  seniors  who  have 
contributed  most  to  University 
Theatre. 
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BEST  PERFORMANCE  BY  AN  ACTRESS 

Lois  DeTota, 

"Madwoman  of  Chai  I lot" 


BEST  PERFORMANCE  BY  AN  ACTOR 

Ronn  Plummer, 
"Madwoman  of  Chaillot" 


Four  Awards  For  "OKLAHOMA!"; 
Three  go  to  "Mad  Woman  of  Chaillot 


BEST  CHARACTERIZATION  BY  AN  ACTRESS: 

Judy  Fine,  "Madwoman  of  Chaillot" 

BEST  CHARACTERIZATION  BY  AN  ACTOR: 

Jerry  Kroop,  "Oklahoma!" 


BEST  PERFORMANCE 
BY  A SUPPORTING 
ACTRESS: 

Pat  Rouleau, 
"Oklahoma!" 


BEST  PERFORMANCE 
BY  A SUPPORTING 
ACTOR: 

Joe  Warfield, 
"Oklahoma!" 


BEST  ACTRESS  IN 
ARENA  PRODUCTION: 

Pat  Hayes, 
"Medea" 


BEST  ACTOR  IN 
ARENA  PRODUCTION: 

Dixon  Gourley 
"Medea" 


Judges  who  selected  the  winners 
and  kept  quiet  about  it  were  Dr. 
Kathryn  Ward,  of  the  English  De- 
- partment;  Dr.  Sidney  Grollman,  of 
Zoology;  Dr.  Donald  Krimel, 
Public  Relations;  Mr.  Robert 
Carey,  Journalism;  and  Gary 
Phillips  and  Paula  Dubov,  of  the 
Old  Line  staff. 
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OPTICIAN 

WASHINGTON  D C 


Dispensing  Eyeglasses 
and  spectacles  to 
Alumni  and  Students 
Since  1898 

CONTACT  LENS  SERVICE 

Washington  — Bethesda 
7 Corners  Shopping  Center 

Customer  Parking 

Dl.  7-7976 


batmen  (ZIclm,, 

1162  BONIFANT  STREET  SILVER  SPRING,  MARYLAND 

JUniper  9-1577 

AUTO  GLASS  — FURNITURE  TOPS  — CUSTOM  MIRRORS 


Congratulations  Seniors 

For 

EVERYTHING  IN  FURNITURE 
from  Used  fo  Custom  Made 

See 

Hoffman  Upholsterers 

2447  18th  St.,  N.W. 

CO.  5-5116  Open  'til  9 p.m. 


PARK  COLLEGE  DINER 

8205  BALTIMORE  AVE. 

COLLEGE  PARK,  MD.  We  Specialize  in 

• Charcoal  broiled  steaks 
& chops 

• Homemade  meatballs  & 
meat  sauce  with  spa- 
ghetti or  ravioli 

• Pizza 

• Club  breakfast 

"for  the  best  10tf  cup  of  coffee  in  town" 


No.  1 DEAL! 

LUSTINE 

NICHOLSON 


5600  & 5710  Baltimore  Ave.  U.S.  Route  1 Hyottsville,  Md. 


KENT  VILLAGE 


5 Chairs  — No  Waiting 

Kent  Village  Shopping  Center 
Route  202,  Landover,  Maryland 


TOWN  HALL  TAVERN  <tau  hau  rho> 

"Where  friends  meet" 

PIZZA  BAKED  IN 
BRICK  OVEN 

Vx  Price  Tuesday 

LARGE  CIRCULAR  BAR 

Ample  Parking 

Come  See  New  Frat  & Sorority  Paintings 
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Linda  Cutting 

“Miss  Prince  Georges  County’’ 


“The  flowerini  m 
make  a botanis  tlii 


Girls,  lovelies,  dames,  tl 
deserved  Durante-like  guttur 
will. 

Beautiful,  talented,  pois* 
each  possess  the  qualificatior 
As  a matter  of  fact,  they  i 
girls,  eight  of  them  Marylan 
you  never  did  see  — who  con  ckl 
you?  When  the  number  of  j its 
were  coeds.  When  the  numb 
coeds  — and  when  the  winrn 
of  our  girls  made  the  grade. 

Who?  Why,  Linda  Cutti 
ty”  for  1959. 

We  offer  you  eight  love) I 
ment  bonus,  rather  than  the 
blossoms  wherever  you  mingl< 
(Editor’s  note:  Just  ha\ 
saw  some  of  them  first.  Joy 
first  issue  way  back  in  Octobei 


*Unka  Rapp 


portraits  by  ROYA 
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moms  of  Spring 
fe  the  thing.”* 

ir  sex  — we  can’t  express  the 
n print  — call  them  what  you 

ntelligent,  well-groomed,  they 
r a beauty  contestant, 
e in  a beauty  contest.  Eleven 
beds  — such  frustrated  judges 
| >ick  a winner?  They  did,  can 
i ists  was  reduced  to  five,  four 
pas  reduced  to  three,  two  were 
as  named,  lo  and  behold  one 

- ‘‘Miss  Prince  Georges  Coun- 

'ld  Line  girls  as  a Commence- 
d “single”  — now  gather  your 

crow  a bit  and  say  that  we 
Connie  were  featured  in  our 


IF  1 

»RT,  Riverdale,  Md. 


ucceAA 

A lovely,  blue-eyed  blonde  was  recently  named  the  Maryland 
coed  with  the  greatest  potential  for  success,  either  as  a career  wom- 
an or  as  a leader  in  her  community.  Nancy  Mason,  winner  of 
the  Miss  Future  Success  Contest,  was  chosen  April  7 at  the  Wom- 
en’s Employment  Tea. 

The  tea,  held  at  the  Student  Union,  included  a fashion  show 
and  interviews  with  representatives  from  organizations  in  almost 
every  major  career  field.  These  personnel  specialists  answered 
questions  concerning  salary,  opportunities  for  advancement,  nec- 
essary qualifications,  and  types  of  openings. 

Contestants  representing  each  dorm  and  sorority  on  campus 
vied  for  the  Miss  Future  Success  title.  They  were  judged  on  poise, 
initiative,  activities,  and  appearance.  The  judges,  Mrs.  Handy, 
from  Hutzler’s  of  Baltimore,  and  A1  Danneger,  university  pho- 
tographer, interviewed  the  contestants  as  if  they  were  prospective 
employees. 

The  five  finalists  were:  Nancy  Mason  representing  KAT;  Bev- 
erly May,  AOPi;  Eleanor  Munsey,  AXO;  Pat  Smith,  Wicomico 
Hall;  and  Stephanie  Tolle,  Caroline  Hall. 

Nancy’s  blueprint  for  future  success  includes  a July  wedding 
and  a career  in  home  economics  public  relations.  She  will  be 
using  radio,  television,  and  journalism  to  interpret  for  housewives 
the  technical  developments  in  the  field  of  home  economics. 


tory  (J^e^inA 


above-. 

Nancy  Mason,  "Miss  Future  Success" 

right: 

Nancy  and  runnerup  Beverly  May 

below: 

Judges  conduct  final  interview. 
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Personnel 

Specialists 

Expound, 

Exhort. 
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"M"  Club  members  hear  "wide-open"  Nugent  (r.)  declare  the 
virtues  of  the  "I"  formotion  and  "hungry"  footballers  at  a 
recent  meeting. 


Fraternity  of  Athletes 


I 

I 

ii 


f 

f 
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An  active  membership  of  more  than  100  names  is 
evidence  of  the  upsurge  of  interest  and  activity  in 
"M”  Club  operations  of  this  year. 

After  resignation  of  the  president  midway  of  last 
year,  club  membership  sank  to  only  16  active  par- 
ticipants. It  was  clear  that  something  had  to  be  done. 
Lengthy  meetings  caused  by  much  discussion  and 
little  results  were  believed  the  prime  bugaboo. 

This  year’s  officers  formulated  a program  to  limit 
general  discussion  and  concentrate  on  speakers  and 
their  messages.  Football  coach  Tom  Nugent,  swim- 
ming coach  Bill  Campbell,  table  tennis  world  cham- 
pion Tibor  Hazi,  and  the  Washington  Judo  Club 
have  been  featured  in  this  year’s  programs.  A con- 
cession to  “all  athletes  are  born  hungry”  has  resulted 
in  the  popular  practice  of  serving  refreshments  at  all 


meetings.  Also,  a special  section  set  aside  at  basket- 
ball games  for  “M”  clubbers  and  their  dates  en- 
couraged many  athletes  to  become  active. 

The  most  recent  project  undertaken  by  the  club 
has  been  to  acquire  special  jackets  for  lettermen,  dis- 
playing the  letter  and  sport  of  the  wearer.  One  vir- 
tue of  the  jackets  will  be  to  acquaint  students  with 
those  athletes  who  have  been  winning  conference  and 
even  national  titles  in  so-called  “minor”  sports. 

The  Alumni  “M”  Club  has  set  an  example  for  its 
younger  counterpart  to  reach  for  next  year.  Its  spon- 
sorship of  the  East-West  Basketball  Game,  the  Jack 
Kramer  Professional  Tennis  Tour,  and  the  star-stud- 
ded Alumni-Varsity  Football  Game  accented  a highly- 
successful  year.  The  alumni  club  also  sponsors  an 
annual  banquet  to  honor  former  Terp  All-Americans 


Left:  "M"  Club  President  John  Bell  (r.) 
and  lacrosse  All-American  Roger  Goss 
"pump"  Coach  Nugent  for  more  details. 

Right:  Initiate  Ernie  Ribera  logs  in  prior 
to  oath  ceremony  as  Roy  Haney  (I.)  and 
Al  Margolis  look  on. 
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and  award  honorary  memberships  to  outstanding 
American  sports  personalities. 

A unique  feature  of  “M”  Club  membership  is  its 
low  cost.  A four-dollar  initiation  fee  (to  pay  for  a 
pin,  code,  and  membership  card)  ends  the  mem- 
ber’s financial  obligation  to  the  club.  There  are  no 
dues.  The  only  other  requirement  for  membership 
is,  obviously,  that  the  initiate  must  have  earned  a 
letter  in  a varsity  sport.  Meetings  are  held  monthly 
in  a room  that  was  built  expressly  for  “M”  Club 
use  in  Cole  Fieldhouse. 

Thirty-five  years  old  and  approaching  “middle- 
age,”  the  “M”  Club  is  Terpland’s  fastest-growing  fra- 
ternity and  richly  deserving  of  this  Old  Line  “sa- 
lute.” 

Right:  Club  officers  (I.  to  r.:  Elliott  Thompson,  secretary,  John 
Bell,  president,  and  Roy  Haney,  treasurer)  present  to  the 
club  members  plans  for  new  lettermen  jackets. 

Below:  “New  blood"  is  abundant  as  a new  class  of  proven 
“pledges"  takes  the  initiation  oath. 


Upper  left:  Football  tackle  Ron  Schaffer  (r.)  initiate,  meets 
Joel  Rubenstein,  social  chairman,  as  ACC  diving  champ  Bob 
Kohl,  Wayne  McGinnis,  and  Soccer  All-American  Basilio 
“Chico"  Liacuris  look  on. 

Upper  right:  Basketball  guard  Pete  Krukar  (I.),  initiate,  is 
welcomed  by  swimmer  Nick  Poleologos,  with  wrestler  Tony 
Tolston  and  Bob  Kohl  (far  rt.)  looking  on. 


★ ★ 


★ ★ ★ 


★ ★ ★ 


★ 


Sociology  lesson:  When  a fellow 
breaks  a date  he  usually  has  to. 
When  a girl  breaks  a date  she 
usually  has  two. 

★ ★ ★ 

A P.R.  Prof,  is  a man  who  looks 
both  ways  before  crossing  a one- 
way street. 

★ ★ ★ 

“But,  darling,  I couldn’t  elope 
with  you  tomorrow.  I’ve  cut 
three  classes  already.” 

★ ★ ★ 

Sign  in  front  of  a crematorium, 

“WERE  HOT  FOR  YOUR 
BODY.” 

★ ★ ★ 

“I  shall  now  illustrate  what  I have 
on  my  mind,”  said  the  instruc- 
tor as  he  erased  the  board. 

★ ★ ★ 

“We  want  a girl  to  sell  kisses  at 
the  bazaar.  Have  you  had  any 
experience?” 

“I  went  to  college.” 

“You’re  hired.” 

★ ★ ★ 

All  a sweater  does  for  some  coeds 

is  make  them  itch. 


He:  “Wait  a minute.  I thought 
I heard  something  break.” 

She:  “Never  mind.  That  was  just 
a promise  to  mother.” 

★ ★ ★ 

He  called  his  girl  a “Baseball”  be- 
cause she  wouldn’t  play  without 
a diamond. 


★ ★ ★ 


She  was  only  a film  censor’s  daugh- 
ter, but  she  knew  when  to  cut 
it  out. 


★ ★ * 


Backward,  turn  backward, 

0 time  in  your  flight  — 

I’ve  just  thought  of  a comeback 

1 needed  last  night. 


I think  that  I shall  never  see 
A girl  refuse  a meal  that’s  free; 

A girl  whose  hungry  eyes  aren’t 
fixed 

Upon  a drink  that’s  being  mixed; 
A girl  who  won’t  forever  wear 
A bunch  of  junk  to  match  her 
hair; 

A girl  who  looks  at  boys  all  day 
And  figures  ways  to  make  them 

pay- 

Girls  are  loved  by  jerks  like  me 
’Cause  who  would  want  to  kiss  a 
tree? 


★ ★ ★ 

Dogs  in  Siberia  are  the  fastest  in 
the  world  because  the  trees  are 
so  far  apart. 


★ ★ ★ 
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★ ★ ★ 
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Window 


By  Kim  Crocker 


The  electric  sign  flashed  on  and 
off,  casting  a yellowed  glow  on  the 
drab,  weathered  apartment  build- 
ing. The  irridescent  glimmer  re- 
flected itself  on  all  of  the  win- 
dows, but  to  the  people  inside, 
their’s  was  the  only  one. 

The  old  man  stook  at  his  win- 
dow and  gazed  out  into  the  rainy 
yard  below  him.  He  saw  the  wet 
blacks  and  grays  so  characteris- 
tic of  New  York,  or  any  other  city, 
on  a wet  night.  Occasionally  a 
passing  car’s  headlights  illuminat- 
ed the  street  below  and  turned  it 
into  a drably-lighted  ballroom, 
whose  dance  theme  was  a shiny 
dapple  in  the  path  of  darkness. 

“There  is  an  unfriendly  gleam 
on  everything,”  said  the  old  man 
to  himself  as  he  contemplated  the 
gray-brown  building  directly 
across  from  him. 

“There  are  no  apartment  lights 
on  anywhere,”  he  thought.  He  be- 
gan to  trace  a droplet  of  water 
from  the  top  of  the  dirt-streaked 
window  pane. 

He  saw  two  figures,  huddled  to- 
gether, scurry  across  the  street  be- 
low. 


“They  are  black,”  he  thought 
“just  as  the  night.”  He  again 
traced  the  drop  of  water  and 
found  its  life  half-dwindled.  It 
weaved  its  way  down  the  pane  like 
a drunk  walking  on  slippery  ice, 
and  as  it  grew  nearer  and  nearer 
the  end  of  its  journey,  it  seemed 
to  slow  itself  as  if  it  had  a pre- 
monition of  disaster. 

The  old  man  hated  this  discon- 
solate night  more  than  any  other 
he  could  remember  for  a long, 
long  time. 

He  glanced  at  his  reflection  in 
the  glass  window  and  smiled  wry- 
ly at  himself.  White  hair  is  be- 
coming,” he  thought,  “but  those 
eyes  are  tired— so  tired.  Or  was 
it  the  glass  that  made  them  look 
to  be?  “Yes,  that  was  it  — the 
glass.” 

He  looked  again  at  the  drop  and 
saw  it  hit  the  lower  edge  of  the 
window,  spatter  ever  so  slightly, 
diffuse,  and  then  vanish.  “Dead,” 
he  said  to  himself,  “dead,  dead.” 
He  did  not  look  for  another  drop, 
the  last  one  had  been  his  and  that 
was  all.  He  turned  from  the  win- 
dow. 


“Hello  again,  Harry,”  he  said  in 
a half-friendly  but  cynical  tone. 
He  looked  at  his  friend,  who  sat 
across  from  him  in  a large  over- 
stuffed chair. 

“What  do  you  read  now?”  he 
asked.  And  then,  as  if  to  answer 
himself,  he  said,  “Always  reading 
— reading  is  only  the  assimilation 
of  another’s  thoughts.”  “Why  do 
you  clutter  your  mind?” 

“If  you’ve  got  to  be  an  intellect, 
look  back  at  the  Hebraic  civiliza- 
tion and  learn  from  them.  Con- 
templation, Harry,  that’s  what  it 

is,  pondering  . . . pondering.” 

A car  door  slammed  shut,  and 
the  typical  roar  of  a taxi,  badly 
in  need  of  an  overhaul,  came  to 
the  old  man’s  ears. 

“My  ears  are  still  good,”  he 
thought  to  himself.  Laughter  that 
seemed  so  far  away  lifted  up  from 
the  street  below  and  then  died  out 
entirely. 

“You  and  I are  much  alike,  Har- 
ry,” he  said,  as  he  settled  himself 
directly  across  from  his  conversa- 
tional companion.  His  friend,  as 
if  trying  to  be  half-way  coopera- 
tive, moved  slightly  to  match  his 
viewer’s  position. 

“Yes,  alike.  That’s  the  curse  of 

it,  Harry  — the  curse  of  the  world 
today  — alikeness,  togetherness, 
everyone  trying  to  be  the  same  and 
fit  in.”  “I  shall  never  fit  in,”  he 
thought  to  himself.  “Those  that 
fit  in  only  perish  like  the  temporal 
raindrop.”  He  glanced  at  the  win- 
dow again,  but  saw  only  a grey 
blur.”  “Eyes  are  tired,”  he  mut- 
tered. 

“You  know,  Harry,  you  and  I, 
we  get  along  with  one  another. 
But  I hate  you.  Yes,  hate.  Hate, 
that’s  a poor  word  at  best,  but  it 
amply  describes  this  wall  that  pre- 
vails between  us.” 


“Hate  in  our  case  is  such  a bit- 
ter cycle,’’  he  thought  to  himself. 
“I  need  him  and  he  needs  me  and 
yet  we  hate  each  other.’’ 

“I  have  exhausted  my  friends 
with  my  prattle.  No  longer  do  I 
command  any  respect.  But  then 
I still  have  you,”  he  said  to  his 
companion. 

“Yes,  you  are  almost  me.  We 
are  twins  of  the  mind,  and  I 
should  guess  that  we  could  be  tak- 
en for  brothers.” 

He  spoke  in  a dreary  monotone 
that  paralleled  the  mood  of  the 
night. 

The  broken  electric  sign  flashed 
brightly  for  an  instant,  briefly  il- 
luminating the  window  in  a cheer- 
less yellow  glow.  Then  it  too 
seemed  to  die,  and  it  appeared  no 
more. 

“I  think  I know  why  I dislike 
you  so,”  said  the  old,  old  man.  “It 
is  because  my  life  has  been  so 
much  like  yours.  So  very,  very 
much. 

He  reached  into  his  coat  pocket 
for  his  package  of  cigarettes  and 
withdrew  it  slowly.  He  glanced  in- 
side and  saw  it  was  empty.  He 
crumpled  the  pack  and  dropped  it 
to  the  floor,  not  caring,  not  caring 
at  all. 

“When  I was  young,  I was  a 
hard  worker  in  school.  Not  bril- 
liant, but  industrious.  I studied 
quite  a bit  and  got  very  good 
marks.  The  more  I studied,  the 
less  my  classmates  seemed  to  like 
me. 

“I  shall  never  forget  it,”  he  said. 
“One  day  everyone  was  playing 
football,  and  I was  reading  a play 
at  the  side  of  the  field.  I was  in 
high  school  then,  and  I had  never 
liked  football,  but  all  of  a sudden 
I wanted  to  play,  to  play  that  one 
day  with  them.  Just  the  one  day, 
Harry. 

“I  put  my  book  down  and  took 
off  my  sweater  and  walked  across 
the  field  to  them.  It  was  beau- 
tiful, sunny  day,  and  I could  feel 
the  sun  beating  down  on  me,  and 
it  felt  wonderful. 

“I  asked  the  leader  of  the  group 
if  I might  play,  and  all  of  a sud- 
den there  was  silence. 

“Everyone  stopped  talking,  and 
they  all  stared  at  me.  Their  lead- 
er was  a big  boy  — he  never  was 
good  in  school,  but  he  was  (or  I 
should  say,  he  considered  himself) 
an  athlete.  He  looked  at  me  for  a 
long  time,  and  then  said,  ‘George, 

18 


if  you  played,  you  might  break 
your  glasses.’ 

“Everyone  was  still  silent.  It 
was  the  silence  of  not  being  want- 
ed, the  silence  of  being  alone.” 

In  the  back  of  the  apartment, 
a sporadic  drip  punctuated  the 
gloom  of  the  dark  kitchen.  It 
came  from  the  sink.  It  stopped. 

“I  knew  how  it  was,”  the  old 
man  said.  “I  held  my  sweater  in 
my  hand,  walked  off  of  the  field. 
That  afternoon  it  rained. 

“Yes,  it  rained,  Harry,  and  I 
laughed  to  myself,  and  I laughed 
to  myself  at  them.  After  that,  I 
withdrew,  and  I started  to  write. 
I left  school  and  got  an  apart- 
ment and  began  to  write,  and  I 
wrote  good  things,  Harry  — and  I 
sold  them,  and  I kept  on  living 
and  existing.” 

A voice  came  from  the  street. 
“Shay,  officer,  what  time  is  it?” 
“Eleven  o’clock,”  said  the  po- 
liceman. “Time  you  were  in  bed. 
Everything  in  this  section  has 
closed.” 

“In  bed?  Shay,  what  is  this 
town,  anyway?  “Dead?  Yes,  that’s 
what  it  is  — dead.” 

“So  now  here  I am,  Harry,  sit- 
ting in  this  black  apartment  with 
you  — just  you  and  me,  Harry. 
Harry,  what  are  we  waiting  for? 
Why  doesn’t  something  come  to 
us,  Harry?  Just  once  more  I want 
something  to  come  to  us,  just  once 
more.” 

George  smiled,  and  Harry 
smiled  back  as  if  to  agree. 

Footsteps  sounded  way,  way 
down  the  hall,  but  they  did  not 
seem  to  die  out  — they  came  clos- 
er and  closer.  A voice  sounded 
outside  the  open  transom. 

“Is  this  it?” 

“Yes,  this  is  number  211.” 

“You  knock!  O.K.?” 

There  was  a slight  knocking  at 
the  door.  George  let  the  knock 
keep  going  on  and  on,  because  he 
liked  it. 

A voice  said,  “Anyone  here  — I 
know  you’re  here.” 

The  knock  came  again  — this 
time  louder. 

Knock,  knock,  knock,  knock. 
“Yes,  come  in,”  said  George. 
The  door  opened,  and  in  came 
two  young  men,  both  dressed  quite 
alike. 

“Conventional,  Togetherness. 
Everyone  trying  to  fit  in,”  said 
George  to  himself.  “Two  boys  that 
might  as  well  be  one,  but  young.” 
“Did  you  bring  my  pills?”  asked 


George.  “I  just  rang  the  corner 
drugs  and  asked  about  them.  Oh! 
I’m  sorry,  “this  is  my  friend,  my 
only  friend  now  — Harry.” 

One  young  man  walked  across 
the  room  and  said,  “Hello,  Har- 
ry.” 

The  other  young  man  stayed  by 
the  door  with  one  hand  on  the 
knob  — he  nervously  lighted  a cig- 
arette from  an  almost-new  pack 
and  said, 

“Where?  Where’s  Harry?” 

“In  the  corner,  said  George. 
The  young  man  stared  into  the 
corner  and  then  said, 

“Oh,  I didn’t  see  him  — it’s  so 
black  in  here.  Hello,  Harry.”  The 
young  man  grinned  a superior 
grin  and  then  asked:  “Why  is  it 
so  black?” 

The  first  young  man  said,  “Shut 
up,  Jim.” 

Jim  shut  up  and  the  first  young 
man  opened  a small  box  and  took 
out  a white  pill  and  gave  it  to 
George.  George  went  into  the 
kitchen  and  got  a glass  of  water 
and  took  the  pill.  The  sink  started 
to  drip  again. 

“Thank  you,”  said  George. 
“How  much?” 

“Don’t  worry,”  said  the  first 
young  man,  “I’ll  just  put  it  on 
the  bill.” 

He  smiled  and  then  said:  “Call 
again  if  you  need  anything  more. 
Goodbye.” 

“Goodbye”,  said  George. 

The  two  boys  started  to  leave. 
Then  the  first  turned  and  said, 
“Goodbye,  Harry.” 

Harry  seemed  to  nod  from  his 
overstuffed  chair. 

“He  must  be  sleepy,”  thought 
George. 

“Thanks  again,  boys.” 

The  two  boys  left  and  closed  the 
door  to  the  bright  hallway  on  the 
dark,  dark  apartment. 

Outside,  a car  swished  by,  and 
far  away  a horn  sounded  and  then 
stopped  suddenly. 

“What’s  with  him,”  said  the  ra- 
ther reticent  young  man  to  his  con- 
versationally-inclined conspirator, 
“What’s  the  story  on  him?” 

“He’s  a nice  old  guy.  He’s 
harmless  — the  best  one  we’ve  got 
here,”  said  the  young  man.  “But 
he  is  weird.  All  day  long  he  sits 
and  talks  to  that  damned  mirror.” 
The  two  boys  turned  and 
walked  down  the  hall. 

Outside,  a clock  struck  twelve. 
George  liked  the  clock.  He  wished 
it  could  be  twelve  more  often. 
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ENGINEERING  TALENT  WINS  QUICK  RECOGNITION 
IN  THE  PUBLIC  UTILITY  FIELD 


few  months  hence,  with  campus  memories  still 
fresh,  a number  of  engineering  graduates  will  launch 
upon  their  professional  careers  at  Baltimore  Gas  and 
Electric  Company.  They  will  be  headed  for  a success- 
ful, satisfying,  well-paying  future  in  one  of  the  fast 
growing  and  most  stable  fields  in  the  country  today  . . . 
the  electric  and  gas  utility  business. 

Will  you  be  one  of  them?  Here  are  some  of  the  at- 
tractive features  this  business  offers  YOU: 

A place  where  you  can  apply  the  knowledge  and 
training  you  acquired  at  college,  at  a starting 
salary  in  line  with  industrial  standards. 

Many  specialized  branches  of  engineering  opera- 
tions, providing  a choice  for  you  to  engage  in 
work  to  suit  your  personal  preference  and  to  de- 
velop your  capabilities  to  best  advantage. 

The  benefit  of  well-planned  and  proved  on-the- 
job  training  programs,  where  you  will  work 
with  engineers  of  long  experience  to  gain  a quick 
start  on  the  way  to  advancement. 

Full  range  for  the  exercise  of  creative  talent;  an 
established  policy  of  promotions  from  within; 
ample  opportunities  to  achieve  a position  of 
supervisory  and  administrative  rank. 

An  Educational  Assistance  Plan  that  enables  you 
to  pursue  advanced  studies,  fully  financed  and 
with  refund  of  tuition  and  fees  to  those  who 
complete  approved  courses. 

The  prestige  of  being  identified  with  an  organi- 
zation that  represents  business  leadership  in  every 
community  it  serves.  Plus  all  of  the  job  benefits 
that  relate  to  vacations,  sickness,  hospitalization, 
group  life  insurance,  social  activities,  retirement, 
and  others. 

Our  Company  is  planning,  building,  for  the  years 
ahead.  Ground  has  just  been  broken  for  a new  steam- 
electric  generating  station  that  will  embody  the  most 
advanced  concepts  in  power  production.  Our  engi- 
neers will  be  at  the  forefront  in  a growth  program 
that  will  require  expenditures  of  about  $270,000,000 
for  new  construction  in  the  next  five  years. 

Men  who  recognize  the  career  opportunity  in  this 
pattern  of  expansion  are  invited  to  get  in  touch  with 
us  now.  Telephone,  write,  or  visit  our  Personnel  De- 
partment, 1507  Lexington  Building,  Baltimore  3,  Md. 


BALTIMORE  GAS  AND  ELECTRIC  COMPANY 


20 


,LtV  — ^ A&o  / coott>  n 

SPeu'^MJA  A/FA  BA 


A&OHt! 


°T 


MEN 

OF 

AMERICA: 


THE  RANCH 
HANDS 

Live-action  shots — 

Saddle  Mountains,  Wash. 


you’ll  find  a man 


This  sun-drenched  top-tobacco’s 
gonna  mean . . . 


Driving  cattle! 

Desert  sun  ablaze! 


Takes  big  pleasure  when  and 
where  he  can...  Chesterfield  King! 


That  you’re  smokin’  smoother  and 
you’re  smokin’  dean! 


rop-tobacco,  straight  Grade-A, 
Top-tobacco  all  the  way! 


Only  top-tobacco,  full  king-size, 
For  big  dean  taste  that  satisfie 


Pounding  leather 

rounding  up  the  strays! 


Join  the  men  who  know- NOTHING  SATISFIES 
LIKE  THE  BIG  CLEAN  TASTE  OF  TOP-TOBACCO 


\ 


Liggett  & Myers  Tobacco  Co. 


Read  about-  big  contest-  on  page  4. 


EXTRA  LENGTH 

top-tobacco 
filter  action  . . . 
tops  in  friendly 
satisfaction! 

KING 


DO  NOT  CIRCULATE 


